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If thou art irom and hard beJet 
lYith sorrows thou wojld'st fain forget, 

If thou vrould’st learn a les=oa that will keep 
Thy heart from fainting and thy soul from sleep, 

Go to the hills. 

Hesry Wadsworth LoNorei-inw. 


_ PnrUi in Crcsl EnUiin^ 

etuE, WilKni * Ptniy, u,^ icrJcn eni AiJaiu'y. 



To THE 


REV. JOSEPH JOHNSON, 

SALE, NEAR MANCHESTER 
My dear Johnson, 

To you, as my oldest friend, this book is affectionately 
dedicated. 

We have often climbed the heights together, and, surely, 
on those heights there came to you that song here given as a 
fitting key-note of the volume. 

C, B. 


A MELODY OF LOVE 
The voice of the Lord. — Ps. ssix. 3 

God speaks to us in bird and song ; 

In winds that drift the clouds along ; 

Above the din of toil and wrong, — 

A melody of love. 

God speal<s to us in far and near ; 

In peace of home and friends most dear ; 

From the dim past, and present clear, 

A melody of love. 

God sjjeaks to us in darkest night ; 

By quiet ways through mornings bright, 

VVhen shadows fall with evening light, 

A melody of love. 

God speaks to us in every land, 

On wave-lapp'd shore and silent strand ; 

By kiss of child, and touch of hand, 

A melody of love. 

O voice Ohnne, speak Thou to me ! 

Beyond the earth, beyond the sea ; 

First let me hear, then sing to Thee 
A melody of love. 

Joseph Johnson. 
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FOREWORD 


This book has been compiled for use in the “ Quiet Hour ” 
at daydawn or eventide. Its aim is to lift the soul near to God. 

The passages are undated, to enable the reader to make 
his own choice of subject.. Each weekly section is so planned 
that, in the readings for the seven days, there may be a unity 
of theme from day to day; the Scripture, Meditation, and 
Poem being centred on one phase of the general topic for the 
week. 

“ Up to the Hills,” whilst taken as the special title for the 
introductory sections, is also meant to be the common title of 
the whole book. 

To ponder such truths as the Heavenly Father’s might and 
mercy, Jesus Christ as Friend of man, Revealcr of God, 
Saviour and living Lord, Prayer and Praise, and the making 
of life a “ walk tvith God,” cannot fail to lift man into fellow- 
ship with the Eternal, so inspiring him to noble, Christlike 
living. 

The book is sent forth in the prayerful hope that it may aid 
many servants of God to become spiritual Highlanders. 


Vs, Woom.AMD Rise, 

Musivem. Hill, 

LONDOff, N.io. 
October, 1924. 


C. B. 
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UP TO THE HILLS 

Part One 


The Hills 

Hail, scenes of holy grandeur ! hafl | 
Where mortal sense stands husVd and 
awed : — 

Ob, who can gaze on such, and fail 
To think of Thee, my God ? 

Alone and dread. Thou dwellest here. 

The Source and Soul of all 1 see^ 

I look around in joy and fear, 

And feel I am with Thee I 

I see Thee on the mountain sit. 

At summer’s noon, sublime and still ; 

Or, in the giant shadows flit 
Along from hill to hill. 

I read Thy presence and Thy pow(!r 
In each eternal rock I meet ; 

I trace Thy love in every flower 
That blossoms at my feet. 

The mountain-mists in all their mejods. 
The snows by earthly feet untro^^ — 

The fells, the forests, and the floods. 

Are all instinct with God. 

H. F. I-VTE. 
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xjp to the hills 


up to the Hills 

ScMPTCEE Riadisc Psalm cxiL i to 8 

The title vras found in a friend’s _letter,_ dated from a great 
dty of India, -where the writer was in business. 

“ We are about to leave the rush of ^ 

We are foi'r.g up io the Hills. You, the 

CT dLe. <L£ot rcaUse all the meaning of that phrase 

to ns old Indians. , __ 

'■ /* *ser£ harmy poisihl^ for any 
through the tasks of this ^rort-a-uuy trorli s/ o . 
anid those tasks, akoays keep fresh before or.e ih.e n«r 
and vision of the Hills.** 

Read once more that last sentence. The vror<L 
themselTes beyond the geography of India. It is , 
measures their meaning. Pondering them, one hears 
chanted again and again in varied significance. They becom 
a Motif or Refrain in man’s Song of Duty and Service. 

The man poorest and most to be pitied is he who has no 
hiDs in his landscape. There is a Beatitude I am arnbmotu 
more and more to know : Blessed is that son of man who live 
nigh to a mountain of Go<L 


The mountain shall become part of his very being. Are 
its peaks to him, as to Coleridge, “ dread Ambassadors from 
earth to heaven” i So shall his thought, and -will, 
reach np to the throne of the Great Creator. Is iron hidden 
in the heart of the Rock t It shall enter into his blood. 
that mountain, his deep foundations shall make him firm and 
immovable. His ascents to its heights shall give him clear 
•vision, stalwart faith, undying hope, because they shall bnng 
him into direct and abiding fellowship -with the Most High. 

Is there anything, therefore, more needfed to ns all than the 
cry, “ 1 asU lift up rdm eyes to the bills from ssler.te ccvtelb rr.y 
blip. My help cortetb frors the Lord, tebseb made beaver, ar.d 
earth”? 



TO THE HILLS I LIFT MINE EYES 


Day] 


*To the Hills I lift mine Eyes 

To the hiUs I lift mine 0765, 

The everlasting hills ; 

Streaming thence in fresh supplies, 

M7 soul the Spirit feels. 

Will He not His help afford ? 

Help, while yet I ask, is given : 

God comes down, the God and Lord 
That made both earth and heaven. 

Faithful soul, pray always ; pray. 

And still in God confide ; 

He thy feeble steps shall stay, 

Nor suffer thee to slide : 

Lean on thy Redeemer’s breast ; 

He thy quiet spirit keeps ; 

Rest in Him, securely rest ; 

Thy Watchman never sleeps. 

Neither sin, nor earth, nor hell 
Thy Keeper can surprise j 
Careless slumbers cannot steal 
On His all-seeing eyes ; 

He is Israel’s sure defence ; 

Israel all His care shall prove, 

Kept by watchful providence. 

And ever-waking love. 

See the Lord, thy Keeper, Stand 
Omnipotently near ! 

Lo ! He holds thee by thy hand. 

And banishes thy fear ; 

Shadows with His tvings thy head ; 

Guards from all impending harms : 

Round thee and beneath are spread 
The everlasting arms. 

Charles Wesley. 
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» I WILL LIFT UP MINE EYES ” 


[Second 


“ 1 will lift up mine Eyes ” 

Scripture Reading ; z Kings vi. 8 to 17 

Terrible tragedies of lives often come 
miss because we fail to lift up our eyes “ to hiUs. 
man might have been a “ Valiant-for-Truth .» But the latent 
courage withered and died because he never caught the vi 

of the Holy Grad. ,, j 

Here is one to whom the day brings nothing but an^ottca 
drudgery, because he has never communed with Him who says . 

“ I am among you as he that servethP _ u t be 

Here is a scholar so occupied peddling with jacts ^ha 
has lost the power of comprehending truths. He is grub mg 
for worms when he might be wrestling tvith angels. 

There may be times when we, Christian men, find ours ves 
faint and dispirited. Seeing only Dothan, and the hosts o 
the foe compassing the city, we ate crying out, “ Alas, master, 
boto shall toe do?” 

“ Lord, open our eyes that toe may see.” And lo / the mountain 
is full of horses and chariots of fire ! . , 

If, in speaking of the Hills, I seem occasionally to mix tne 
physical and the spiritual, it is not from confusion of m®®®' 
The two are as one to me. The grandeur of the Uplands 
consists not in the mountain-ranges upon which the eye 
The most magnificent of these are but stately shadows. As 
the mountains are round about Jerusalem, so the Lord is round 
about His people.” _ 

“ Things real,” says one, “ are types of things spiritual. 
Nay, there is but one thing real. 

“ ‘The things which are seen are temporal .* but the things which 
are not seen are eternal.” 

Father, often my eyes have been “ holden,” that I have seen 
Thee not. Humbly I pray : “ Open mine eyes” and grant me 
dear rision of Thee and of Thy ways, so that I may “ see 
hfe steadily, see it whole.” 
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Day] 


“LORD, OPEN THOU Mil® EYES” 


'‘Lord., open 7hou mine Eyes'* 

0 Pon-er, more near my Efe than life itself 
(Or what seems life to us in sense immured), 

Even as the roots, shut in the darksome earth. 

Share in the tree-top’s joyaacc, and conceive 
Of sunshine and tvide air and winged things 
By sympatliy of nature, so do I 

Have evidence of Thee so far above 
Yet in and of me ! Rather Thou the root 
Invisibly sustaining, hid in light. 

Not darkness, or in darkness made by us. 

If sometimes I must hear good men debate 
Of other uitness of Thyself than Thou, 

As if tliere needed any help of ours 

To nurse Thy flickering life, that else must cease, 

Blorvn out, as ’twere a candle, by men’s breath, — 

My soul shall not be taken in their snare. 

To change her inward surety for their doubt, 

Muffled from sight in formal robes of proof : 

While she can only feel herself through Thee 

1 fear not Thy withdrawal ; more I fear, 

Seeing, to know Thee not, hoodwinked with dreams 
Of signs and wonders, while, unnoticed, Thou 
Walking Thy garden still, commun’st svith men 
Missed in the commonplace of miracle. 

James Russell Lowell. 
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THE NEARNESS OE THE HILLS 


[Third 


^he Near7iess oj the Hills 

ScRiRTUEX Reading; Psalm dviii. i to 14 

Bom and bred in London, 1 am yet a hill man. ^ 

things are aldn. The call o£ the moorland and Ac tno 
is alwap in my ears ; and the glory of life is the tru 
the Heights are v.ithin reach of whomsoever ^vill chm ■ 

Eternal Hills are alwap nigh at hand. Marcus Aur us, 
his “ Golden Booh,” could write : 

" To seek out private retiring rooms for 
as country villages, the seashore, and 
a mistaken simplicity, seeing that, ?t *1, dwelling 

a man will, it is in his power to retire mto h^eU, 
within the walls of a city as in a shepherd’s fold ot me 
hnis.” 

Christ’s man knows that trath in a deeper, fuller 
Never a street so crowded, nor alley so stifling, but he who loo 

, may from it find a pathway to the Delectable Mountains. 

At every turn in the dty I pass those tiny rooms 
in the very midst of the turmoil and strife, with their strai^ 7 
suggestive legend, “You may telephone from here.” FTom 
here! I enter, and in a few moments am holding 
intercourse with the unseen. Long before modern sdentinc 
discovery made them possible, the reality they shadow forth 
was with trustful souls. The finger of God has alwap been 
writing the gradous message that every wayfaring man may 
read ; “ You may commune from here.” 
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Day] 


Alone with Ihee 

Not in the silence only, 

Nor in the solitude, 

Let my thoughts rise to thee in praise, 

My God, so great, so good : 

But ’mid the din and noise 
Of city conflict rude^ 

In crowded street, where daily pours 
The hurrying multitude. 

Not on the mountain only. 

Or by the lonely sea. 

Or in the forest’s quiet shade 
Let my soul rise to Thee ; 

But in the hum of men. 

Amid the market-crowd. 

The press of mammon-worshippers 
With voices fierce and loud. 

Not in the morning only, 

Or midnight calm and still. 

When the tired day-breeze lies at rest 
On the fir-shaded hill : 

But all the bustling day, 

’Mid toil and -weariness, 

Hour crowding upon troubled hour. 

Like waves that never cease. 

Not on the Sabbath only. 

In the dear house of prayer, 

Where earthly din cannot intrude, 

And only God is there ; 

But all week long, in spite 
Of care and vanity ; 

That thus, even in the crowd, I may 
Be still alone tvith Thee. 

Horatius Bonar. 
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ALONE WITH THEE 


THE IsEARNESS OF THE HILLS 


[Fourth' 


The Nearness of the Hills 

ScparruRE Readikg: EpFesians t. 6 to 21 
Often I pray the prayer of that great thinker, who rarely 
was nearer to the heart of vdsdom in his poetry than in his 
philosophy, whose “lines written in Kensington Gardens 
dose with the petition ; 

“ Calm soul of aU things ! Make it mine 
To fed, amid the city’s jar, 

That there abides a peace of Thine, 

Man did not mahe, and cannot mar.” 

Matthew Arnolo. 

That is a prayer intensdy practical, embodying a truth in- 
creasingly hdpfnL It turns Daily Duty into a Daily Psalm. ^ 
Let who will see chiefly the paving-stones of the city. I wiD 
look up to its spires. What need has one to be polluted with 
the coarse, lewd songs of the pit when he may listen to the 
music of P aradise ? Why should he wallow in the gutter who may 
gaze upon the stars ? He will find it hard to obey Walt Whit- 
man’s injunction to “ dismiss whatever insults his soul,” unless 
he possesses that which vdU uplift the souL 

To reach my office I pass by the Markets of Smithfidd and 
Farringdon ; but I come out before Sir Christopher Wren’s 
“ poem in stone ’’—the beautiful steeple of St. Bride’s. From 
my office window, above all the sordid sights of the City, my 
^es can rest upon the golden Cross of St. Paul’s. It is the 
landmark of the heavenly hills, towering high over thin gs that 
are of the earth earthy. 
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LIFE’S COMMON WAY 

‘ i I 


Life’s Common Way 

The light of God is falling 
Upon life’s common way ; 

The Master’s voice still calling, 

“ Come, walk %vith Me to-day ” : 

No duty can seem lowly 
To him who lives with Thee, 

And all of life grows holy, 

O Christ of Galilee. 

Who shares his life’s pure pleasures. 

And walks the honest road, 

Who trades with heaping measures. 

And lifts his brother’s load, 

Who turns the wrong down bluntly. 

And lends the right a hand ; 

He dwells in God’s own country, 

He tills the Holy Land. 

Where human lives are thronging 
In toil and pain and sin. 

While cloistered hearts are longing 
To bring the kingdom in, 

0 Christ, the Elder Brother 
Of proud and beaten men. 

When they have found each other, 

Thy kingdom will come then. 

Thy ransomed host in glory. 

All souls that sin and pray, 

Turn toward the cross that bore Thee ; 

“ Behold the Man ! ” they say; 

And while the Church is pleading 
For all who would do good, 

We hear Thy true voice leading 
Our song of brotherhood. 

Lours F. Benson. 
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[FirrH' 


THE KHs'SHIP OF LIFE 


^he Kinship oj Life 

ScRiFTGRE Reading : Psalm xex. I to li 
To -mite the llessage of the Hills is a tash indeeL ^ 
peahs are infiidtdy varied. Each man has his own eig • 
Mine may not he yours. Yet what more can be eijcctea 
a mountaineer than that he shall honestly tell what he sees . 
One thing my sojourn on the HiUs has taught me is . 

The Kinship of Life 

If ever the pulse beats feebly, faith flags, and hope dies, then 
— Up to the Hills 1 ” 

Up there one bnotvs the affluence of life 1 
Here on the summit I am one with the air — the earth— ^ 
shy; one with the living God and tvith every living thiUj,. 
Here I understand Amiel’s saying, “ A landscape is a 
the souL” The very fragrances of earth and grass and flower ; 
the metre of the motions in branch and blade and blossom ; ® 

breathing of the winds and the vibrations of the light; all, 
all mean fuller Life. 

Even when alone on the Hills , “ HaUelujah ” seems to me 
the most fltdng song. “ God, I thanb Thee for the 

gift.” How glorious to be alive 1 Receiving that there may e 

pving: for what is life in its fullness but opportunity for 
service ? 
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HOW BEAUTIFUL TO BE ALIVE ! 


How Beautiful to be Alive ! 

How beautiful it is to be alive I 
To wake each morn as if the Maker’s grace 
Did us afresh from nothingness derive 
That we might sing “ How happy is our case.” 

How beautiful it is to be alive ! 

To read in God’s great Book, until we feel 
Love for the love that gave it ; then to kneel 
Close unto Him VTiose truth our souls will shrive, 
While every moment’s joy doth more reveal 
How beautiful it is to be alive ! 

Rather to go without what might increase 
Our worldly standing, than our souls deprive 
Of frequent speech tvith God, or than to cease 
To feel, through having wasted health or peace, 

How beautiful it is to be alive ! 

Thus ever towards man’s height of nobleness 
Strive still some new progression to contrive ; 

Till, just as any other friend’s, we press 
Death’s hand ; and, having died, feel none the less 
How beautiful it is to be alive ! 

Henry S. Sutton. 
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THE KINSHIP OF LIFE 


[StSTB 


^he Kinship oj Life 

ScEiPTTOX Reabusc : PsaliQ i. i to 3 : Ezekiel Hrii. 6 to 12 ; 
Revelation tttii. i and 2 

How manifest is tliis Hnsliip of life in the time of spring . 
Brother Lawrence — ^the serenteenth-centorj' saint of Lorraine 
— recerred this “ singular favonr ” of God, in that he vras 
ararerted, at the age of eighteen, hp seeing a tree in winter, 
and considering that, in the doselp approaching \ 

vronld be bursting into new life. The fact of God nas 
■upon Hs soul, and remained dear and virid throughout s 
life. “Mp God,” he cried, “Thon canst make me also to 
live.” . 

Whp should that be “ singular ” ? Is not this the nurvel, 
that there are so few such cases ! What are the trees bnt E»-»n 
gdists of God ? ’Tis onlp the blindness and deafness of the 
congregation that accounts for the lack of conversions. ^ 
I would crave the insight of the Wfluhire peasant in MiSj 
B nnston’s poem. 


Under a Wiltshire Apple-tree 

Some folk as can atiord. 

So I've heard sap. 

Sets up a sort of cross 
^ght in the garden wap 
To mind ’em of the Lord. 

Bnt I, when I do see 
Tmk apple tree 
An’ stoopin’ limb 
All spread wi’ moss, 

1 think of Him 

And how He talH wi’ me. 
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UNDER A WILTSHIRE APPLE-TREE 


I think of God 
And how He trod 
That garden long ago ; 

He walked, I reckon, to and fro 
And then sat down 
Upon the groun’ 

Or some low limb 
What suited Him 
Such as you see 
On many a tree. 

And on thik very one 
Where I at set o’ sun 
Do sit and talk to’ He. 

And, mornings too, I rise and come 
An’ sit down where the branch be low ; 
A bird do sing, a bee do hum. 

The flowers in the border blow, 

And all my heart’s so glad and dear 
As pools when mists do disappear ; 

As pools a-laughing in the light 
When mornin’ air is swep’ an’ bright. 

As pools %vhat got all Heaven in sight, 
So’s my heart’s cheer 
When He be near. 

He never pushed the garden door. 

He left no footmark on the floor ; 

I never heard ’Un stir nor tread 
And yet His Hand do bless my head, 
And when ’tis time for work to start 
I takes Him tvith me in xay heart. 

And when I die, pray God I see 
At very last thik apple-tree 
An’ stoopin’ limb. 

And think of Him 
And all He been to me. 
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THE KINSHIP OF LIFE 


[Sevekth 


The Kinship of Life 

ScEirrtJEE Reabiijg : Isaiali ^ 19 and 20 ; Psalm viiL ; and 
cdviii. 7 to 14 

There are here varjing degrees o£ manifestation, 
is the one Life-and the One Life-Giver alwap 
Waiting throngh a vrood in winter time I do not see U • 
Leanini over a shrivefled shrub, or standing before a le^^= 
tree, I liave reverently said, “ ^here is the hiding of Uts ' 
Even stripped of foliage by the cruel grip of 
branches still reach upwards, dumbly appealing for the 
of the Living God. 

I see more than a tree. The Dryads are no myths .1 
I do not deem it peculiar that the ma n on the EGHs o 
preached to the birds. Down in the valleys it nugl^ ® 
sidered lunacy. Up here ’tis natural and right. I ° 
my hat to grass, and flowers, and groves. If I meet a^^ ^ n 
sheep, I hail him. Or horses or birds, I give them 
Day.” Why not ? We are all sharers in life — ^the Great 00 
of God. And are not these the living creatures bidden by c 
Psalmist to “ -praise the Lord jram the earih ” ? I shut mys 
out from Holy Communion if I neglect this recogmtiou. 
me, 1 cannot be other than a Reveller in “ possessing my pos- 
session” of Life, 

“ After all,” says Michael Fairless’s “ Roadmender,” “ what 
do we a:h of Life here, or, indeed, hereafter, but leave to serve, 
to live, to commune with our feUow-men and with ourselves^, 
and, from the lap of earth, to looh up into the face of God ? 

I, too, ashed thise things ; the Father has granted them ; 
and in their enjoyment 1 find the secret of never-fading gladness 
and youth. 
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THE TIDE OF LIFE 


Day] 


^he Tide of Life 

God of the granite and the rose ! 

Soul of the sparrow and the bee ! 

The mighty tide of being flows 

Through countless channels, Lord, from Thee. 

It leaps to life in grass and flowers, 

Through every grade of being runs ; 

Tin, from creation’s radiant towers, 

Its glory flames in stars and suns. 

Know that, like birds, and streams, and flowers. 
The life that moves you is divine : 

Nor time, nor space, nor human powers. 

Your god-like spirit can confine. 

God of the granite and the rose I 
Soul of the sparrow and the bee ! 

The mighty tide of being flows. 

Through all Thy creatures, back to Thee. 

Thus round and round the circle runs, 

A mighty sea svithout a shore ; 

While men and angels, stars and suns. 

Unite to praise Thee evermore. 

L. Doten. 
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THE PROCESSION 


^he Procession 

ClimbiBg Dawn upon the mountains, 

Drifting gold and amethyst, 

Electing wonder of the mist, 

Floating wonder of the cloud, 

Gaang on you, breaketh from us 
Jubilate Deo. 

Shining Noon upon the mountains. 

Spinner that from blue to red 
Spinning seven-coloured thread 
Weaves one wide fair web of v/hite, 

Gadng on you, breaketh from us 
Jubilate Deo. 

Golden Evening on the mountains. 

Spirit of enchantment yours. 

Spirit of the heathery moors. 

Spirit of the bluebell \voods, — 

Gazing on you, breaketh from us 
Jubilate Deo, 

Gentle Moonlight on the mountains. 

Did the angels weave the pale 
Shimmering beauty of your veil 
To the sound of songs in heaven ? 

Gazing on you, breaketh from us 
Jubilate Deo. 

Amt Wilson Carmichael. 
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UP TO THE HILLS 

Part Two 


‘[he Mountains 

Let none but priests or lowly men draw nigh 
Unto the lofty mountains, to invade 
The awful sanctuary God hath built 
Upon their desert sides. 

Behold how He has gifted this His stem 
And sacred dwelling-place. Tempests and storms 
And the m>’Sterious voices of loud ninds, 

A thousand lights of beauty, so intense 
They make men weep for love of them, and shades 
That move obedient to conceal from us 
The path of some dear Angel, and o’er all 
Bridges of rainbow thrown from peak to peak 
In mystic arches, signs of covenant : — 

Those are His gifts unto the mighty hills. 

And the blue skies are bid by Him to stoop 
Unto the mountain-top, that Earth may blend 
With Heaven ; and alway from their cloven sides 
The music of ten thousand springs is heard, 
Gushing with water — holiest element. 

Wherein the power of our New Birth is laid : 

Fed ever from the dews of Heaven that fall 
When night is coldest ; and free liberal airs 
■ihat roam from the Mountains, and that come 
We know not whence, move o’er the pool unseen. 
Like the pure Dove that broods above the Font. 

— Fresh are those sources, though no shade is nigh. 
Fresh as the wells that stand in natural rock 
In summer woods or violet-scented grove, 

With lowly flowers all round. 

F. W. Faber- 


« 
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THE COTvIPA^ION S OE THE HILL-SIDE 

^he Companions of the Hillside 

SCRIFTOTE RrADtKG : Matthw xriii. I to 14 

Will it appear strange that first among those 
np to Ac Hills 1 place a little cHld ? I 
ii my testimony is to be true. I believe Aat the 

did not err when, in Ae midst of the ^ ^ t j <^tcr 

He put a child, and said, “ Become as he is, if ye would enter 

*'A’S2t°“»i’ “”A“=Sg 

same truA, when, after spealdng of Ac j 

guided by angels for A from Ac dty of dcstructio , 

" Wc sec no whitc-winped angels MW. But 
are led away from threaUning dK^ction , a 

pul into theirs, which leads thein forth gea 7 tjaclc- 
alm and bright land, so that they look no more o 
ward; and ifee kand nay be a MU eMla s. „ „ 


So have 1 found it. Children have been saviours of a 
whiA, but for them, would have hardened into se ' ^ 

ThAs is one of God’s great educative Ministries of . 
great not so mu A in what it brings to us as m W“^^ . 

from us. They belong to Ac hills of God. TOvine 

nothing between me and my Maher. Is not Aat Ac i ^ 
simplicity of relation the Father desires from us ? “ <J r 
They are weat who inow it not. That simplicity is our 
Remembering my debt, 1 never knowingly pass any 
children without offering a thanksgiving, and a 
prayer for Ae Saviour’s protection, and for His bencmctio 
rest upon Aem. 
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THE CHILD AND THE SONG 


The Child and the Song 

“ God made the shore, 

Rocks and sand and sea, 

Little lovely shells, 

He made me. 

God-feeds the fish 
Swimming in the sea. 

Feeds them every day. 

He feeds me. 

God rules the tides 
Of the mighty sea, 

God will never fail, 

He guides me. 

God’s behind the storm 
Lashing up the sea ; 

God’s tvithin the calm, 

He loves me. 

Though I may forget. 

He loves faithfully : 

Always God goes on 
Loving me.” 

And the song dropped into the heart of the man. 

And he suddenly knew 

That the God Wio was loving the child 

Loved the universe too : 

It was love’s fiery law he saw working, 

And not love’s decrease ; 

And he blessed the young child and her God, 

And had peace. 

Amy Wilson Carmichael. 
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THE COMPANIONS OF THE HILL-SIDE [Second 


‘Ihe Cornfanions of ihe Hillside 

ScRiPTUEE Reading : Revelation vii. 9 to 17 
And how can I speak of tlie noble and holj' host with whom 
he map consort who is on the heights ? Poets, seers, prophets, 
masters of music, thinkers, leaders in action and philanthropy, 
warrion and saints of God. How can a man be poor who 
companions avith these ? WTienevcr I truly read a great book 
I am led up to the mountain-top with a great soul. Have you 
realised that r The man is sharing his thoughts with me and 
revealing his very nature to me. And then I turn to the 
dictionary of biography and read that he “ died ” in such-and- 
such a year. Why, he breathes his spirit into me, and I am 
revived ! This is the year of his life. 

And when one thinks of the closer communion with “ acquaint- 
ances, friends and loven,” — those who have gone from us, 
those, also, who remain — one is constrained to say ; Surely there 
is nothing greater in human experience than tWs Companion- 
ship of the Hills ! 


The Saints of God 

Like shinmg stars they passed away. 

But left a path of Ught behind. 

That we who live and strive as they 
May learn to seek that we may find. 

And from the depth of lone despair 
Our faltering eyes that pathway see 
O’er which they passed in faith and prayer 
To €nd their rest, dear Lord, in Thee. 
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THE SAINTS OF GOD 


Dat] 


All praise to Thee that by Thy power 
They went in hope through bitterest pain; 

For in temptation’s awful hour 
Our wavering hearts grow strong again. 

All praise that on a stormless coast 
They sing in peace around Thy throne ; 

And yet, O God, we praise Thee most 
For saints that we have seen and knoOT. 

Not great, not noble, not renowned. 

But men and women like as we ; 

Yet, sorrowing, in them we found 
Thy tenderness and sympathy. 

We saw them %vhen the tempter strove 
To steal from them their perfect rest ; 

No subtle wiles their souls could move, 

And then, 0 Lord, we loved Thee best. 

We watched them when the storm of life 
Grew loud and harsh with roar and din, 

And then we learned how in the strife 

Thy power can keep men’s souls from sin. 

Thou dweUest in the highest heaven. 

With Thee is neither time nor space. 

And yet to us on earth is given. 

In these to see Thee face to face. 

We praise Thee for that mighty host 
\Wio sing in peace to Thee above ; 

And yet, dear Lord, we praise Thee most 
For saints tvhom now we know and love. 

A. Mary R. Do?eon. 
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[Third 


the springs 


7he Sfrings 

Scripture Reading: Joshua icv. i6 to 19; John iv. 6 to 15 
Another secret of the hills is that 

Here the Springs have Birth 

(a) What 307 equals that of discovering a spring for one’s 
self ? Thousands may have found it before me, but what care 
1 1 It is now «y spring. Mine — ^that at it I may slake my 
thirst. Mine — ^that I may direct others to it. Mine that 
I may find for this fount of the “ Everlasting Hills ” some new 
outlet into the valleys below. 

There is no novelty when one considers the names of the 
springs. They are at once old and new. They are wells by 
which the patriarchs sat; Truth, Righteousness, Love, Punty, 
Hope, Paith. 

Their number is small. It is not the many things that engage 
us, but the few things that satisfy us : these make life. Would 
you accomplish mote i Then deal with less, but let your dealing 
be with things etemaL It is the intensive work that alone is 
truly fartensive. 

Take “ faith ” (word often so flippantly spoken), and heed the 
reminder of Robert Louis Stevenson ; 

** Our faith is not the highest truth that "we perc^ve, 
but the highest that we have been able to a ssimil ate 
into the very texture and method of our thinking. 

That is the faith that saves. Brother, when you find a spring, 
drink deeply of what is yours. 
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THE FOUNTAINS OF LIFE 


^he Fotmiains of Life 

Amid the hills retired 
A fount began its flow, 

And riches soon acquired 
To bless the lands below ; 

And though its wealth it freely spent. 

It grew the richer as it went. 

For solitary hiUs, 

From stores of rain and snow, 

Contributed new rills. 

Their sympathy to show ; 

And soon the river on the plains 
As monarch of their plenty reigns. 

Our God in hours retired 
Can open in our heart 
A fount of good desired, 

And such supplies impart. 

That more it has, the more it gives. 

And all our life upon it lives. 

0 sacred stream of love, 

Hast thou begun thy flow, 

And from the hills above 

Reached now the lands below ? 

Then, blessed by thee, life’s common field 
Will com and fruit and herbage yield. 

Thomas T. Lynch. 
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THE SPRINGS. A PARABLE OF THE \\TLL [Footth 


The Springs. A Parable of the Well 

ScRiPTOiLE Reading: Genesis xrvi. 15 to 32; IsaiaE sii. 3 
(i) They are springs. Their transparency shows them to he 
coming from a living sonrce. So he my utterance of God’s 
truths. 

I would gaze often into those depths, so that behind my 
speaHng forth of the elemental truths there may he the con- 
sciousness of their greatness. In the word-symhols of my 
speech let me he a searcher for the spring of thought. 

(c) I would rememher that these are viy springs. No echoing 
will suffice in him -who would speak for his Lord. Only a voice 
glorifies God. Rhetoric is hut tinsel; thy thought the only 
gold. Several times a day the hnsiness man is rung up with the 
question, “ Are you there ? ” It has new force to me now. 
“ Are you. there t ” demands the hearer of the preacher. “ Are 
you there r ” in your message, in your worL It is the demand 
that the Lord Himself makes of the man called His servant. 
“ Covet earnestly tie best gifts,” and always covet that sincerity 
which is the dynamic of speech. 

“ Far better in its place the lowliest bird 

Should sing ari^t to Him the lowliest Song, 

Than that a Seraph strayed should take the word. 

And sing it wrong.” 

Jean Ingelow. 

Let me remember, too, what “ grand, rough old Martin 
Luther ” taught : “ His word thunders whose life lightens.'’ 
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HIDDEN SPRINGS 


Dat] 


Hidden Springs 

“Biased arc the meek ” 

A quiet Jieart, submissive, meek, 

Father, do Thou bestow, 

Which more than granted, will not seek 
To have, or give, or know. 

Each little hill then holds its gift 
Forth to my joying eyes ; 

Each mighty mountain then doth lift 
My spirit to the skies. 

Lo, then the running water sounds 
With gladsome, secret things ! 

The silent water more abounds. 

And more the hidden springs. 

Live murmurs then the trees will blend 
With all the feathered song ; 

The waving grass low tribute lend 
Earth’s music to prolong. 

The sun will cast great crowns of h’ght 
On waves that anthems roar ; 

The dusky billows break at night 
In flashes on the shore. 

Each harebell, each white lily’s cup, 

The hum of hidden bee. 

Yea, every odour floating up, 

The insect revelry, — 

Each hue, each harmony divine. 

The holy world about. 

Its soul will send forth into mine, 

My soul to widen out. 

And thus the great earth I shall hold 
A perfect gift of Thine ; 

Richer by these, a thousand-fold. 

Than if broad lands were mine. 

George MacDonald. 
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THE PLACE OF OUTLOOK 


[Fifth 


The Place of Outlook 

ScEiFTOTj; Reading : Deuteronomy iii. 23 to 29 ; irriv. i to 4 

Another message have the Hills given me. 

(a) Once it was my lot to be the guest ol a man whose house 
was set on a hill. The dwelling bore a curious name, which 
he explained as meaning 

“ The Place of Outlook ” 

Thank God that every one of us may have such a dwelling- 
place. 

Some men of great promise live dwarfed and wasted lives 
because, on reaching the slope, they say ; “ Here’s a hiU ; we 
mil hurrotv in it / ” They lurdly ever see the plains of Moab, 
and never clim b to behold the glory from Pisgah’s height. Let 
us build the oratory of the soul upon the mountain-side. Too 
easily we make it in a cave or cellar. 

(i) The Outlook is needed also as a corrective to my narrow 
conceptions of personal experiences. I misjudge through 
having no sense of perspective and proportion. This difficulty 
confronting me, this sorrow, or this task, looms $0 large when 
I am on the road that, viewed near at hand, it shuts out the 
very heavens. But that is a trick of the road. Up on the 
next hill of outlook it is seen in true perspective, and proves to 
be but part of the “ way ” along wHch the All-wise Guide is 
leading me. Who saith: “A whole I planned.” Although I 
may not “ see all,” I take the path again, an undaunted pilgrim 
who “ trusts Him and is not afraid.” 
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WE THANK THEE 


We thank ’Thee 

For sun, and also shadon^-time, 

For darkness and the daj'. 

Our Father'-God, we give Thee thanks 
And trust Thy love alway. 

The love that leads through paths of shade 
Or those that feel the sun ; 

In level ways, or those that toil 
And o’er the mountains run. 

Such ways slope off and up to God, 

The earth is left afar ; 

The silence of the sky is ours, 

And ours the morning star. 

For sun and darkness, heat and shade, 

We give our thanks to Thee, 

From whom come rest and strength and hope, 
And angels’ company ! 

Edward AvGVtrvs Rand. 
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THE PLACE OF OITTLOOK. 


[Sistn 


The Place of Outlook 

ScEiPTur.E Riadikc : Alattlicw irviii. l6 to 20 

(c) The Outlook helps me in judging certain companions of 
the way. Down in the road I have passed tome whose big 
style, whosd swagger, and whose scornful threats, as they have 
stalked by me, have made me think they must be great ones 
to be feared. But, viewed from the heights, they proved to be 
merely some of the swarm of human midgets ss'ho buzzed a 
little louder than the rest. NMiercat I svas greatly comforted. 

(d) It is, though, for sen-ice of God without fear of man that 
the Outlook is most needed. The sacred record runs : “ 7hen 
the eleven disciples teer.t aceay into Galilee into a mountain tchere 
"Jesus had appointed them, jnd Jesus cane and spake unto them, 
saying: “All potcer is given unto Me in heaven and in earth. 
Go ye therefore and teach all nations.” To that “ appointed ” 
starting-place for all our labour we need to climb back again 
and again. 

Our service is poor stuff, because we make it so parochial. 
But no task done for Christ can be small. Wicncver and 
wherever I obey the Lord’s “ go” “ teach” “ make disciples,” 
let me listen for His “ All potcer is given unto Me.” 7kat is 
the measure of my work. 

From my “ place of Outlook ” on the hills of God, I looked, 
and saw the hosts of His pilgrim-sen-ants treading many paths. 
And lo ! all paths lead at last into a great Highway. Far off, 
I could dimly sec the Eternal City. Its palaces shone as pure 
gold. And, listening, I heard the triumphal chant of the 
redeemed; “ "Thine is the Kingdom., and the potcer, and the 
glory, for ever and ever. Amen.” 
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“THINE IS THE KINGDOM” 


“ ^hine is the Kingdom ” 

Deeper than roice of the falling of waters 
Rolled the world-music the ages along • 

Earth at the last, in her sons and her daughters, 

Was crowned ivith the glor7 of song. 

How did an hour the eternal inherit ? 

Who shall declare when the marvel began ? 

How budded silence to speech of the spirit. 

Or dust, to the soul of a man ? 

“ Thine is the Kingdom ” — ^’tsvas heard in the onset 
Low ’mid the storm of the world in its youth, 

“ Thine is the Kingdom,” shall sound at the sunset. 
The victory psalm of the Truth. 

Prophets have spoken, and prophets are speaking, 
Vain is the doom of the cross and the thorn ; 

Long is the journey, but still we are seeking 
The City that shone to the morn. 

Pilgrims of hope, though the triumph be distant, 
March we anew, with our hope for reward •, 

On, with the standard ; if baffled, persistent ; 
Crusaders and knights of the Lord. 

God of the soul and its infinite story. 

Light of our being, we name Thee again ; 

“ Thine is the Kingdom, the power and the glory. 
For ever and ever. Amen.” 

W. G. Tarrant. 
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THE PLACE OF THE SILENCES 


[Seventh 


The Place of the Silences 

ScMPTOEE Reading: i Kings jdx. 4 to 13 ; LaiaE xxi. 15 ; 
Habaktalc ii. 20 

Again, the hill-top is 

The Place of the Silences ; 

and 17110 can estimate their power in the building up of the soul ? 
How essential to its truest strength ; 

“ My scul, be thou all hushed before God ” r “ Be still 
and hno-j}" ; “Be still, and see" : “In quietness and 
conf.der.ee shall be your strength." 


So the saints in all the ages have found. It is the man of the 
Busy Hand who most needs to be the man of the Quiet Heart. 

The quiet receiving of Divine power is the more sacred side 
of prayer, and power that is instilled is power that abides. “ I 
mil be as the ieso unto Israel : and he shall sirihej his roots as 
Lebanon^ ‘ 

When the disciples on the mountain-top saw their Risen 
Lord “ they worshipped Him” Thdr doubts were changed 
into the wonder of awe. 

Then, the wonder begat silence. The very stillness had for 
these disciples (as it may have for us) a ministry of quietening 
and of healing. Their speech had been employed in discussing 
their own doubts ; thdr silence enabled them to hear the 
certainties of their Lord. Speaking to God is but part of 
worship. Its fuller significance is learned when we are listening 
for God to speak to us ; and true worship is always a prelude - 
to revelation. 


Said Thomas a Kempis : “ Blessed are the ears that gladly 
receive the pulses of the Divine whisper. Blessed are the eyes 
that are shut to outward things, but intent on things etemah” 
To reach the mountain-top, and to see and hear the Lord, is 
given only to those who will climb ; and to realise these 
beatitudes means putting forth strong and steady effort, 
controlling desire and will in order to listen. 
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SILENT HOURS 


Silent Hours 

Lord, when in silent hours I muse 
Upon mj^self and Thee, 

I seem to hear the stream of life 
That runs invisibly. 

Then know I, what I oft forget. 

How fleeting are my days ; 

Remember me, my God, nor let 
My end be my dispraise. 

0, think upon me for my good. 

Though little good I do ; 

My hope, and my forgiving friend. 

Thou hast been hitherto. 

And I would live in such a course, 

That men to me may say, 

“ O, whence hast thou thy joy and force ? 

What is thy secret stay J ” 

My joy, when truest joy I have. 

It comes to me from heaven ; 

My strength, when I from weakness rise, 

Is by Thy Spirit given. 

And while He shines, as He has shone 
Whom Thou hast made my stay. 

Life can but gently float me on. 

Not hurry me away. 

Thomas T. hritcK. 
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THE SINGER 


‘The Singer 

He sang of the peace that lies oa the sea, 

When Ae winds are leashed and the snn leaps free. 

And the deep smiles over its tragedy : 

But never the peace had he. 

He sang of the dreams, unworldly and rare. 

Of furtive beauty, divinely fair. 

Of art that is born of the light and air ; 

But the stormy soul had he. 

He sang of the love, all mighty and blest. 

That swings the gold doors back far in the west. 

Heart’s ultimate homeland of perfect rest ; 

But the enle heart had he. 

He sang of an empire wondrous and free 

As the lulls and the moors and the wide, wide sea. 

Whence the sins of the world will banished be ; 

But a bondsman still was he. 

And then for a space he sang no more. 

Nor wandered afar as heretofore. 

But prayed for the child-heart o’er and o’er ; 

So tired of himself was he, 

^d the dear God gave what he asked that day. 

And the heart grew blithe that was aged and grey. 

And he sings as the winds sing when they play. 

For the joy of liberty. 

Freuk. a. Jacksok. 


48 



UP TO THE HILLS 

Part Three 


Wc are drawn by cords which como 
From out eternity. 

F. W. Fader. 

Heaven above is softer blue, 

Earth around is sweeter ^en ; 
Something lives in every hue, 

Chrislless eyes have never seen. 

Birds with gladder songs o’crllow, 
Flowers with brighter beauties shine. 
Since I knew, as now I know, 

I am His and He is mine. 

G. Wade Robinsos. 

Earth’s treasures waste with use ; but 
Thine, 

O Lord I by lessening grow ; 

From love’s pure fount the more wc take. 
The more the waters Oow. 

Francis Turner Palgrave. 

There is no distance in the land of spirit. 
No time or space for those whose feet 
have trod 

Where passed the piercM Feet, for they 
inherit 

A deathless union in the Heart of God. 
Dorothy Frances Gurney. 
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THE PLACE OF THE SILENCES 


[Fiest 


‘Ihs Place oj the Silences 

ScEiPTOT-E Readikg : Psalm icr, 3 to 7 ; xcH. 6 to 10 
Sometimes the very sflence of God ministers as a holy 
sage. In it spirit meets vrith spirit. When visiting 
shrine of strength and heanty in the qniet Snrrey -^age o 
Compton, standing in the chapel before George Freden^ 
Watts’s Altar-piece of “ God the All-pervading,’’ I was on the 
monntain-top ; and in the silence of contemplation Aere came 
to my deepest bang, through the symbol of line and cmour, a 
message that no spoken word could have uttered. At the M 
of the Altar-painting is the design representing the seven gii^ 
of spirit, tvhich, according to the medisval rendering, given in 
archaic spelling, are : “ Ye giftes of vtisdome, pittie, stren^ ^ 
comfait, understanding ” ; and, last, the two gifts of “ cunning 
(knowing) and “ dreede.” , 

That sacred dread is fast becoming one of the lost gifts o 
Church. Men do not now bring it to the Altar of God. They 
are forgetting to worship with bared heads, sometimes no 
even with bowed heads. We are losers by this. We must 
restore the gift of dread to the .Mtar of devotion. In our own 
souls at least cultivate it. Be often on the hDl-tops alone with 
God, where the “silence of eternity is interpreted by love. 

It is the awe causing the soul to be still before “ the High and 
Lojty One that inbdbitetb Eternity, tehose Name is Holy”^^ 
makes possible the realisation of His gracious word, “ I tatll 
i’joeU mth bin that is of a humble and contrite sfiritJ” In the 
silence, with my spirit-^ft of holy dread, there comes to me the 
“ knowing ’’ of the All-pervading God. 
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WORSHIP 


Day] 


Worship 

0 holy God, I ask this boon of Thee : — 

Be mine, in truth, a soul that worships ; free 
From aU profane and trivial thoughts, and filled ^ 
Witli reverential faith ; a soul all stilled 
In hush of awe ; since Thou, the God most high. 

To lowly, contrite men, art ever nigh. 

In silence of majestic hills I hear 

Thy mystic message, and, with Godly fear, 

1 kneel adoring Thee, the Lord of might, , 

Who, in Thy works — Creator infinite — 

Dost unto man unveil Thy thoughts, and there 
Reveal Thy glorious presence everywhere. 

But still more real, more close, art Thou, great Lord, 
In Christ th’ eternal Son, th* incarnate Word ; 

Here beats Thy heart ; here love is made to live ; 
Here love, in sacrifice, itself doth give ; 

O conquering Love ! low at the Cross I fall, 

And, worshipping, to Thee surrender all. ■ 

Now, life itself is worship ; for in me 
The Christ is dwelling, and I live to Thee ; 

Thine all-pervading presence is made known 
Within the soul ; I cannot be alone. 

For Thou, to me, art life ; and I adore 
Thy matcliless grace, and worship evermore. 

Carey Bonner. 


THE MOUNT OF VISION: THE CROSS [Second 


^he Mount of Vision : ’Ihs Cross 

Scripture Reading : Romans vi. i to ii 
It is but a natural sequence of truth that the Mount of 
Silences should become The Mount of Vision and of Com- 

ilUNION. , , , -i j 

To the man of the hushed soul, the bowed head, and ^ 
dosed eyes, as to none else, there are vouchsafed revelation 

and insight. , i 

At Chartreuse, in the Alps, he who stands on a hm an 
looks up to the apparently inaccessible heights of the far-o , 
spire-like rocks, may see the Cross on peak after peak ; an 
legend hath it that angel hands carved those crosses there. 
This thing is sure, that he who will climb to the Uplands alone 
sees the true Cross. 

From the Hill, “ I have seen the Lord.” Being alone, in 
the stillness, I looked up to the farther Hills, and saw there e 
Highest Rock, and, lo 1 its side was deft. And there was the 
Cross ; upon it the Saving King ; and above it, blazoned m 
a light that burned, were the words ; “I claim thee for the 
Heights.” Kneeling and adoring, I heard the inessage or 
redeeming Love : “ As I give Myself for thee, so give thyself 
to Me.” 

Calvary for me had meaning. “ Crux in corde.” A^ Cal- 
vary in the heart. “ Reckon ye yourselves io he dead indeed 
unto sin, but alive unto God through "Jesus Christ our Lord” 

In this I had “ received the Atonement.” Not my own, but 
His. Through yielding up, I possess. My rising is Christ 
uplifting me. In weakness I find strength. 

" None other Lamb ; none other Name ; 

None other Hope in heaven or earth, or sea ; 

None other Hiding-place from guilt and shame ; 

None beside Thee.” 
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CHRIST FOR AND IN ME 


Christ Jor me and in me 

OF, Jesus Christ, grow Thou in me, 

And all things else recede ; 

M7 heart be daily nearer Thee, 

From sin be daily freed ! 

Each day, let Thy supporting might 
My weakness still embrace ; 

My darkness vanish in Thy light. 

Thy life my death efiace. 

In Thy bright beams, which on me fall. 

Fade every evil thought ; 

That I am nothing. Thou art all, 

I would be daily taught. 

More of Thy glory let me see. 

Thou Holy, Wise and True ; 

I would Thy living image be 
In joy and sonow too. 

Fill me with gladness from above, 

Hold me by strength divine ; 

Lord, let the glow of Thy great love 
Through my whole being shine ! 

Weak is the power of sloth and pride. 

And vain desires arc still. 

When, to Thy realm and Thee allied, 

I haste to do Thy will. 

Let faith in Thee and in Thy might 
My every motive move. 

Be Thou alone my soul’s delight. 

My passion and my love ! 

Johann Caspar Lavater. 

(Tr. Mrs. Dr, H. B. Smith.) 
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THE MOUNT OF VISION: THE CROSS [Third 


7he Mount of Vision : the Cross 

Scripture Readikg ; Galatians vi. 12 to 18 
I can in a sense understand and admire Tie man — hailed as 
a strong leader bj many — wbo declared : 

“ Out of the night that covers me. 

Black as the pit from pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods there be 
For my unconquerable soul. 

It matters not how strait the gate, 

How charged with punishments the scroll, 

I am the Master of my fate, 

1 am the Captain of my soul.” _ „ 

W. E. Hekixv. 


It is splendid paganism ; but the man dominant for nineteen 
centuries as a master-mind, and holding an imperial sway over 
thought and life, was one who wrote : 


' I live, yet r.ot I, but Christ liveth in me, and the Uje 
ich I no-x hve in the flesh I live by the faith of ihet>on 
of God, Who loved me and gave Himself forme. 
a bond-slave of J esus ChrtsU" “ Whose 1 am, and B horn 


a 

I serve." 


This was the Strong Man, who could make Ids boast : I 
can do all things through Christ that strengtheneth med' 

As for me, I can but testify with him who says : 


“ I have not keys for all the locks, 

^d may not pick them. Truth will bear 
Neither rude handling, nor unfair 
Evasion of its wards, and mocks 
Mboever would falsely enter there. 

through life I see a Cross, 
sons of God yield up their breath : 

There is no gain except by loss. 

There is no life except bv death. 

And no full vision but by Faith, 

Nor glory but by bearing shame, 
x'lor justice but by taking blame.** 

Walter C. Ssuxh. 


My Saviour, interpret this for me 1 

Here, for all my dap, is the secret of life learned on the 
Mount of k^sion. 
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BOND-SERVANT OF JESUS CHRIST 

Bondservant of Jesus Christ 

Male me a captive. Lord, 

And then I shall be free ; 

Force me to render np m7 sword, 

And I shall conqueror be. 

I sink in life’s alarms 
When by myself I stand ; 

Imprison me wthin Thine arms, 

And strong shall be my hand. 

My heart is weak and poor 
Until it master find ; 

It has no spring of action sure — 

It varies -with the wind : 

It cannot freely move 
Till Thou hast wrought its chain ; 

Enslave it with Thy matchless love, 

And deathless it shall reign. 

My power is faint and low 
TBl I have learned to serve ; 

It wants the needed fire to glow. 

It wants the breeze to nerve ,• 

It cannot drive the world 
Until itself be driven : 

Its flag can only be unfurled 
When Thou shalt breathe from heaven, 

My will is not my own 
Till Thou hast made it Thine ; 

If it would reach a monarch’s throne 
It must its crown resign ; 

It only stands unbent 
Amid the clashing strife. 

When on Thy bosom it has leant, 

And found in Thee its life. 

George Matheson. 
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VISION AND SERVICE 


[Fourth 


Vision andr Service 

Scripture Readikg : Matthew rtv. 31 to 40 

Yet is there one last truth to which all that has been said is 
related. The HiUs themselves are but part of the Landscape. 
So all they connote, their Nearness, the Kinship of Life, the 
Companionships, the Springs, the Outlook, the Silences, and 
the Vision: all are ours only in order that the tasks of the 
work-a-day world may be the more bravely and faithfully 
fulfilled. ^ 

Henry Septimus Sutton wrote a poem which, in the first 
edition of his writings, he entitled “ The Hills.” It purported 
to .be the utterance of a man who had made the hill-top his 
abiding place. 

He would heed no cry for help from the plains beneath, 
but would remain “ a lover of the Mount and of its wisdom 
hoary.” « For,” said he : 


On my Mountain one short hour, 

Plucking a fruit, culling a flower. 

Must ever in the end 
More blessing lend 
Manldnd, 

Than long years spent below, 

Wipmg the tears that flow. 

Loosing the chains that bind.” 

f sentiments were lauded by some literary critics, who 

, subtle irony of the poet’s tone. For, in 

e »ter edition of his poems, Mr. Sutton (with whom it was 
speak on the matter a little while before his 

in ^°2'd the title to “Mount Perilous of Pride,” and, 

m hu Foreword, wrote • 


Scisl thou really naught amiss ? 

Arm stands his Mountain well ? 
itsed^e « ike brink 0/ a -pTecipice, 

Derxn falltr.g skur to kril I ” 

T ^7 2II "S that, 

true STtion must be translated into Lrvice. 



Day] 


A HYMN OF SERVICE 


A Hymn oj Service 

VTiere cross the crowded ways of life. 

Where sound the cries of race and dan, 

Above the noise of selfish strife, 

We hear Thy voice, 0 Son of man ! 

In haunts of wretchedness and need, 

On shadowed thresholds dark svith fears. 

From paths where hide the lures of greed. 

We catch the vision of Thy tears. 

From tender childhood’s helplessness. 

From woman’s grief, man’s burdened toil. 

From famished souls, from sorresris stress, 

Thy heart has never known recoil. 

The cup of water given for Thee 
Still holds the freshness of Thy grace ; 

Yet long these multitudes to see 
The sweet compassion of Thy face. 

0 Master, from the mountain-side. 

Make haste to heal these hearts of pain. 

Among these restless throngs abide, 

0 tread the dty’s streets again. 

Till sons of men shall learn Thy love 
And follow where Thy feet have trod ; 

Till glorious from Thy heaven above 
Shall come the city of our God. 

Frank Mason North. 
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VISION AND SERVICE 


[Fifth 


Vision and. Service 

Scripture Reading : Luke ix. 28 to 42 
When Raphael psunted his Cartoon of the Transfiguration 
he, -with the infallible insight of genius, placed in the fore- 
ground the group of the sufferers in the valle7 waiting for the 
ministry of human helpfulness. The rapt yision of the Mount 
is a hmdrance and curse unless it is an inspiration to that 
ministry. 

We know salvation as a great reality only that we may be 
saviours. Too often, like Benedetto in “ II Santo,” we have^ to 
confess : “ I have fdt the sin of the world with the repulsion 
which shrinks from it, and not with the fiery sorrow which braves 
it and wrests souls from its clutches.” 

With this my message doses. As we face our life-tasks, let 
us thank God that to the service, of which I have spoken as 
possible to the men of the Hills, there is no end. Those whom 
Christ doth lead have found even in their holiest hours of 
Communion and Vision that there are Higher Ranges of hills 
beyond. God’s best is yet in store. The day will come when 
of you and of me men will say, “ He is dead.” Nay, rather 
would we have it said, « His Master has called him up to the 
Higher Hills.” 

Of wsion ? Yea ; “ For they shall see His face” 

Of transfiguration ? Yea : “ For they shall he like Him.’' 

Of numstry t Yea. O Thou ministering Saviour, we blesjj 
Thee that from this Thou wilt never separate us : “ For His 
servants shall serve Him ; and His Name shall he in their fore- 
heads.” 

Even so. Amen, 

Lord Jesus. 

C. B. 
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HYMN OF THE UPWARD WAY 


Hymn oj the Ufward Way 

Lord of tlie Upward Way ! 

My Guide Divine ! 

Where Thou hast placed Thy feet 
May I place mine, 

And move and march wherever Thou hast trod, 
Keeping face-fonvard up the Hill of God. 

Give me the heart, to hear 
Thy voice and will, 

That without fault or fear 
I may fulfil 

Tjiy purpose, with a glad and holy zest. 

Like one who would not bring less than his best. 

Give me the eye to see 
Each chance to serve. 

Then send me strength to rise 
With steady nerve, 

And leap at once with kind and helpful deed, 

To the sure succour of a soul in need. 

Give me the good stout arm 
To shield the right, 

And Meld Thy sword of Truth 
With all my might. 

That in the warfare I must wage for Thee, 

More than a victor I may ever be. 

Lord of The Upward Way ! 

My Guide Divine ! 

Where Thciz hast placed Thy leet 
May I place mine ; 

And when Thy last call comes serene and dear. 
Calm may my answer be, “ Lord, I am here ! ” 

Walter J. Mathams. 
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“BUT THE SERVANTS KNEW” [Sixth 


“ Bui the Servants knew ” 

ScRiPTOTE Reading: Mark x. 35 to 45; John ii. i to lo; 
vii. 17 ; and ix. 4. 

When looking at things in the light of eternal truth I leam 
that knowledge is something more than the result of an intel- 
lectual proems. It is a relationship of the soul with God. The 
process leading me to it must therefore cover more than Ae 
exercise of my thinking faculties. It must be an act in which 
my will is concerned. Further, it must affect the doings of 
my daily life. 

The New Testament describes that act in two of its phases. 
One phase is “ love.” “ Every one that loveth, knotoeth God^' 
says St. John. But true love can never be an end in itself. 
<we that does not express itself fades and dies. 

am then led on to the deeper words of John’s Master and 
mme : <‘7/ any man toill do His toill, he shaU kntno ” ; “ if 
love Me keep My commandments” 

obe^mce translated into action by 

Cana “ the servants tohtch drew the water 
I '’dll count mysdf the thrall of Christ, and 
. ' P do His bidding hour by hour. At the moment, 
the obedience ; but, later, the eyes of 

The ^°Hgh that act, I see and know. 

I am l^nii ecomes a habit, and by the habit of obedience 

bring knowkd“e' of 

The knowledge, 

fore be • “ depth of my being shall there- 

dokg totheSJr^!"’.?'*'’^" m/twUing and 

Hp in one thing ? “7 Lord, whose life was summed 

I come to do Thy will, O God” 
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Day] 


THOROUGH SERVICE 


thorough Service 

Give Him brain and breast, 

And thy ready hand ; 

He is wisest, best, 

For Him stir or stand. 

Give thyself and thine, 

Life and livelihood, 

StiU thy less resign 
For His greater good. 

Silence give, or word, 

As his need may ask ; 

Oftener seen than heard. 

Toil thou at thy task. 

Give Him cup and plate. 

Fill them with thy best ; 

Say not, ‘‘ It is late ; 

Trouble not my rest.” 

See Him in the street, 

Serve Him in the shop, 

Sow with Him thy wheat. 

House for Him thy crop. 

Sail with Him at sea. 

Work with Him on land ; 

Tell Him faithfully 
All that thou hast planned. 

Love and learn Him more, 

As the common friend ; 

Joys thou thus shalt store 
For the happy end. 

Thomas T. Lynch. 
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DUTY AND MINISTRY 


[Seventh 


Ditiy and Ministry 

Scripture Reading : Job xrix. ii to i6 ; Luke xrii. 7 to 10 
Happy he Vtho at the day’s end can say, “ I have done 
sometldng to-day.” 

Not unworthily of the theme has a Christian man sung la 
our times : 

“ Duty done is the soul’s fireside. 

Blest who keeps that ingle wide.” 

And such “ duty,” as another sings, “ is a path that all may 
tread.” 

The ordinary days work is honoured and sanctified by 
. . . And surdy still more true is it of some piece of work 
done for Christ’s sake and Christ’s only. 

To have seen a fallen brother regain his feet ; to have trained 
a little child ; to have watched a sick one through to the end ; 
above all, to have stood by and prayed and spoken while a soul 
passed out of darkness into light — that is a consummation, a 
fact accomplished, over which too many praises can never be 
sung. 

R. W. Barbour. 


My Life 

Slowly life yidded his breath. 
Silently floated away : 

Was it to sleep in a night of death. 
Or to wake in endless day i 
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Day] 


iW LIFE 


Is there a tnith in my dream 
Wlicn I tliink I see my love 

Waiting for me at the golden gates 
Of the City of Peace above ? 

Or do we only live 
The life of a separate soul, 

When spirit to fleshly form is wed 
In an undivided whole ? 

Ah ! for the power to tell 
What is the riddle’s end, — 

What we arc now, and whence we came, 

And to what goal we tend. 

p • • • » 

Yet will I live my life, 

Dim though its mystery be, 

Noe wholly lost to sense, nor yet 
Absorbed in what I see. 

For me — to have made one soul 
Tlic better for my birth : 

To have added but one flower 
To the garden of the earth ; 

To have struck one blow for truth 
In the daily fight with lies : 

To have done one deed of right 
In the face of calumnies : 

To have sown in the souls of men 
One thought that tvill not die— 

To have been a link in the chain of life ; 

Shall be immortality. 

Edwin Hatch. 
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HYMN OF THE CITY 


Hymn of the City 

Not in tte soEtndc 

Alone maj man commune with Heaven, or see 
Only in savage wood 
And sunny vale the present Ddty, 

Or only hear His voice 

Where the svinds whisper and the waves rejoice. 

Even here do I behold 

Thy steps, Almighty 1 — ^here, amidst the crowd 
Through the great city rolled, 

With everlasting murmur deep and loud, 

ChoHng the ways that wind 
’Mongst the proud piles, the work o£ human-kind. 

Thy golden sunshine comes 
From the round heaven, and on their dwelhngs lies, 
And lights their inner homes ; 

For them Thou fiU’st with air the unbounded sHes, 
And givest them the stores 
Of ocean, and the harvests of its shores. 

Thy Spirit is around. 

Quickening the restless mass that sweeps along ; 

_ And tins eternal sound. 

Voices and footfalls of the numberless throng, 

Like the resounding sea. 

Or hke the rainy tempest, speaks of Thee. 

And when the hours of rest 
Come, like a calm upon the ndd-sea brine. 

Hushing its billowy breast. 

The quiet of that moment too is Thine ; 

breathes of Him Who keeps 
The vast and helpless city while it sleeps. 

W. C. Bryant. 
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“I AM TBY GOD” 


Going on After God 

stay, if you choose. 

In the teck where the crowds have trod, 
Gaining what still they lose. . . . 
Following the star in its flight, 

On through the gloom of the night, 
Through the deep valle5rs, and over 
the height. 

I am going on, after God ! • 

Stay, if you choose. 

Where the clatter and sin never cease. 
Seeking what still they refuse. . . . 

Far past life’s passionate crying. 

The selling of Fame and the buying. 
Where the great silences softly are 
lying, 

I seek for the palace of peace. 

Stay, if you choose ; 

Yet Love and Life wait in the way, — 
Alack, what beauty ye lose ! 

Peace, where before ye knew pain. 
And Faith, where believing was vain, — 
And hope that was dying is quick- 
ened again. 

As we pass to the joy of God’s day. 

Stay, if you choose ; 

Yet, alack 1 low and chill as the sod 
Is the life ye must use. 

Ah, walk where the weary have need. 
Bringing love where the crucified 
bleed ; 

To wake the dumb yearning to 
utterance and deed, 

I am going on after God. 

L. Maclean Watt. 

(From '• The Tryst.”) 


65 



“YOUR FATHER ENOWETH ’ 


[First 


“ Tour Father knocveth ” 

SciOTTtJRE Reading: Matthew ti. 6 to 15 

1 engage to say that, R anyone is 

vath douhts abont prayer, Akc two J richness 

Father ” if he can once really beheve them in th graver 

and depth, will make the doubts vanish in a moment, an p 7 

seem the most natural and reasonable of aR acts. 

It is because we are God’s children, not “^ow 

that He will have ns pray. Because He is 
ihm ; to know Him, not merely to be aii Ahmg J 7 ^ 

a living, loving Person ; not merely an irresistib •’ ii.e to 

Father who delights in the love of His cMdre^ '^^feUow- 
thape them into His own likeness, and 
woAers with Him ; therefore it 'is that He wffl 

Doubtless He could have given ns everythmg wthou 
asHng ; for He does already give ns almost . to 

our asldng. But He wishes to educate ns as His 
make ns trust in Him ; to make ns love Him ; ™ ? tt j. 

for Him of our own free wills, in the great i>atde w 
carrying on against evil ; and that He can only do y 
ns to pray to Him. p a 

1 say it reverently, but firmly: as fRr_®f 
cannot educate ns to know Eto, the living, wimng, 
Father, unless He teaches ns to open our hearts to iiim, an 
ask Him freely for what we want, just hecauseTls knows w a 

want already. _ _ 

Charles KnresLEY- 



Day] 


SAY “JATHER" 


Say “ Father ” 

Thou Law without, Thou life within, 

\^Tiom knowing I but know in part, 

Thou wilt not deem the silence sin 
That cannot name Thee as Thou art. 

The elders named Thee as they could. 

The children lisp what they have heard. 

And all we long for, wise and good. 

Is pictured in one hallowed word. 

Of old my heart hath held it dear, 

I listen for its music now, 

Again that greatest Name I hear — 

Yet greater than all names art Thou. 

I feel Thou knowest all of me, 

A child that cannot walk alone ; 

Oh, guide me till I learn to see 
And know at last as I am known. 

Thy child indeed, may I begin 
To know and love, as ne’er before. 

The Law without, the Life ivithin. 

The Father, now and evermore. 

W. G. Tarrant. 
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[Second 



All-fowerjul and. 

ScRirnjRE Reading: Isaiah xL i-n 

The All-great is the M-loidng tM. I niade, a 

comes a hamaa voice, tvhich says “ Majesty, and 

Heaxtheatshere.” 

just as little can I lose sight o£Ae in ,TTj^gand; He takes 

^ He measntes the waters in Ae hollow Him are 

np the isles as a veg little thing ; fiercest tempta- 

as nothing. Thus He can prevail ag 7 

■dons ; He can satisfy my profoundest i^^^ds , H 

my fonlest sins ; He put to t my ^ concemeth 

r^orseless enemies; He can perfert that whicn 

me. 1 rejoice in the limitlessn^s of ^ ,.d * He shall 

Ah! but He shall feed His flock hke a bosom- 

gather the lambs ivith His arrn, and carry - ^5 ^an a 

His gradonsness is deeper, larger, more * j-emember 

mother’s. Thus His compassions never cws ^ 
me. Though 1 am poor and needy, yet ^ He ^«^^ot 
— A taaA h cmnVinp taoer am A » ^ . 



by His^pace 1 shaU yet be a pillar in the ^ iSy, 

cLidlestick in the Holy Place. Shall l not give thanks ar 

constantly, at the recollection of His love ^ , Paper 

God hith epken cr.ce ; Ixfc. have I heard 
lelcngeth unto God ; also unto Thee, O Lard,^ e ^ jt 

The Power ivithout the Mercy would be 
would crush me to the earth. The hlercy wi^ o would 

would fail when it sought to ddiver me ; its inten = 
be generous, but it would be unable to carry them ou 
gives me both. His omtupotence prevaib over my P° 

and His gentleness makes me great. c 

Alexandee Smedeie. 
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GOD IS LOVE 


Dat] 


God is Love 


For me 

I have m 7 own church equally ; 

And in this church my faith sprang first. 

In youth I looked to these very skies, 

And, probing their immensities, 

I found God there, His visible power : 

Yet felt in my heart, amid all its sense 
Of the power, an equal evidence 
That His love there, too, was the nobler dower. 

For the loving worm svithin its clod 
Were diviner than a loveless god 
Amid his worlds, I wdU dare to say. 

« • « • • 

Love which on earth, amid all the shows of it, 

Has ever been seen the sole good of life in it, 

The love ever growing there, spite of the strife in it, 
Shall arise, made perfect, from death’s repose of it. 
And I shall behold Thee, face to face, 

0 God, and in Thy light retrace 

How in all I loved here, still wast Thou ! 

Whom passing to them, as I fain would now, 

1 shall find as able to satiate 

The love. Thy Gift, as my spirit’s wonder 
Thou art able to quicken and sublimate. 

With this sky of Thine that I now walk under, 

And glory in Thee for, as I gaze 
Thus, thus ! Oh, let men keep their ways 
Of seeking Thee in a narrow shrine — 

Be this my way ? And this is mine. 

Robert Brownihg. 
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“THE KING OF LQVi :. EIY SHEPHERD IS” [Third 

“ ^he King of Love my Shepherd is ” 

Scripture Reading: Psalm xxiii 

SEepterd He is in the morning hours 
the duties and temptations of the day, and Himseh^^ g 
me. As I gird and prepare mpdf for 

thousand perils of my life, I would be sure that He i ^ 

I dare not journey out to them alone. For apart from 

can do nothing. . v,patinu 

Shepherd in the hot noonday too, when the sun 

fiercely down. He conducts me then to greeii p^ JailT 
along the banis of the waters of quietness.^ As I p y W tj:-, 
tash with busy feet, I often would come aside to be ^ r . 
to ponder His Word, and to listen to the restoring w p 
His Spirit. It is the secret of abiding and prevaihng pe • 
And Shepherd when the night falls, and it is growng 
1 recall Sir Noel Paton’s picture of Lux in Tembns, tne ^ 
who walks through the Valley of the Shadow with her 
dasped in Christ’s hand. Trust is conquering terror on n 
face, and she grows confident that no enemy will vanqm' • 
So may it be with me, what time I enter the narrow ravme 
breast the chilling floods. , . 

The King of Love my Shepherd is. Can I say it : 
tMs pronoun of ■possession ? If I can, humbly and heartily, 
then assuredly in life and death and eternity I shall not waii 


is no transient endowment, no generous impulse, no passmg 
mood ; it is from everlasting to everlasting. 

Alrxasder Smeeeie- 
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Day] 


THE SHEPHERD-LORD 


7 he Shepherd-Lord 

Each morning breaks in glory, 

Eacli evening ends in song, 

Since Christ, the Lord, hath led me, 

My Shepherd, wise and strong ; 

His wisdom plans my pathway, 

His strength supplies all need ; 

For every day is His day, 

And life is life indeed. 

For rest, for food, for shelter, 
liis love doth aye provide ; 

Fresh pastures, quiet waters. 

Are mine, while by His side : 

His grace, my soul restoring, 

Each day is found the same ; 

In ways of right He guides me. 

Because of His great name. 

The vale of death's dark shadow 
To me no ill can bring ; 

Thou, Shepherd-Lord, art with me. 

So in the dark I sing : 

“ Thy rod and staff, ray comfort ; 

Thy love, my theme of praise ; 

Thy presence, my protection ; 

Thyself, my King always.” 

When evil foes surround me. 

And threaten to molest, ' 

E’en then, in grace most wondrous, 

Thou makest me Thy guest : 

Thy goodness and Thy mercy 
Shall always follow me ; 

And I will dwell for ever, 

O Shepherd-Lord, with Thee. 

Carey Bonner 
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GOD PASSING BY 


[FotrxTH 


God Passing By 

ScRmmE Readihc: Exodns xxxiii. 12-23 
No better prayer can be conceived tban that of MosK . 
heseech Thee, shsa m T by glory. , ^ 

It is the prayer of the God-possessed sonl. It means j 
in my petitions, I have ceased to crave first and chiefly my 
advantages, that the Lord fills my horizon and occupies my 
thought and warms my heart, that to know Him and to 
admitted to His secret is the fountain-light of all my day, _ 
master-light of all my seeing. I would be lifted in supplication 
to those altitudes. , 

It is the prayer of the unsatisfied soul. Who undentoo 
God, in that andent time, more adequately and abundan y 
than Moses ? Already he had been lor years in His schM - 
Already he was accustomed to talk with Him face to face, t ® 
he feels that he is merely at the beginning of an endless progio^^, 
and he covets larger things. Oh to discern these vistas upon 
vistas in God ! Oh to press always to the mark ! , 

It is the prayer of Ae prevailing soul. God yields to sucn 
entreaties ; He grants such requests. He places Moses in a 
deft of the rock, and passes by, and reveals in part and me^^ 
His dazzling glory. And if my ruling passion is to behold!^ 
and to be drawn near Him, He has a nobler response for me man 
for Moses. I see not His back, but His face in Jesus Qinst. 

It is the prayer of the loving soul. Not for Hs oven sam- 
faction merely did Moses wish the vision of God, but that he 
might be better qualified to reflect Him to the people and to 
ytin them to Him. Let this be the end wHch I set before me 
m. my pleading. Bless me, my Father, that I may bless others. 
Mt on me Thy countenance, that I may illnstrate and commend 
Thee to them. 

At.tta kder Smeixie. 
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Day] 


“SHOW ME THY GLORY” 


Show me Thy Glory” 

Eternal Mover, whose diffused glory, 

To show our grovelling reason what Thou art, 

Unfolds itself in clouds of nature’s story. 

Where man, Thy proudest creature, acts his part, 
Whom yet, alas, I know not why, we call 
The world’s contracted sum, the little all ; 

For what arc we but lumps of walking day ? 

Why should we swell ? whence should our spirits rise ? 
Are not brute beasts as strong, and birds as gay, — 

Trees longer-lived, and creeping things as wise ? 

Only our souls were left an inward light. 

To fed our weakness, and confess Thy might. 

Thou then, our strength. Father of life and death, 

To whom our thanks, our vows, ourselves we owe, 
From me, Thy tenant of this fading breath. 

Accept those lines which from Thy goodness flow, 

And Thou, that wert Thy regal prophet’s muse, 

Do not Thy praise in weaker strains refuse ! 

Let these poor notes ascend unto Thy throne, 

Where majesty doth sit with mercy crovraed. 

Where my Redeemer lives, in whom alone 
The errors of my wandering life are drowned : 

Where all the choir of heaven resound the same, 

That only Thine, Thine is the saving name ! 

Sir Hemry Wotton (1568-1639). 
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REMINDERS OF GOD’S PRESENCE 


[Fifth 


Reminders of God^s Rresence 

ScRiFTOHE Reading: Psalm cdvii. 7 to 20 
If vre^were hungering after God every raven’s morning-call 
would have a lesson for us ; if we were desiring God’s righteom 
ness, every flower would be a Sermon on the Mount, pomting 
us to the well-dothed lilies. , 

If we were seeking a better country every bird of passage s 
flight would be full of meaning. If we were more sensitive o 
God’s law, dead stones, dead trees, felled logs, even worms o 
the dust would speak lessons of judgment to us. 

If we were trying to follow Jesus a flock of sheep co 
hardly pass us on the road and not leave a lesson. 

If we were bent on studying our own hearts these re 
dawns and sunsets would not always fade, and we be as ignoran 
of our soul’s sky as ever. 

R. W. Baeboub. 
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Dat] the secret place of the most high 


7he Secret Place of the Most High 

The Lord is in His Holy Place 
In all things near and far ! 

Sheldnah of the snowdlake, He, 

And Glory of the star. 

And Secret of the April land 
That stirs the field to flowers, 

Whose little tabernacles rise 

To hold Him tlirough the hours. 

He hides Himself within the love 
Of those whom we love best ; 

The smiles and tones that make our homes 
Are shrines by Him possessed ; 

He tents within the lonely heart 
And shepherds every thought ; 

We find Him not by seeking long, — 

We lose Him not, unsought. 

Our art may build its Holy Place, 

Our feet on Sinai stand. 

But Holiest of Holies knows 
No tread, no touch of hand j 
The listening soul makes Sinai still 
Wherever we may be, 

And in the vow, “ Thy tvill be done ! ” 

Lies all Gethsemane. 

W. C. Gannett. 
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“THY PRESENCE” 


[Sdcth 


“ Thy Presence ” 

Scripture RzAumc : Psalm cynix . i to 12 
The fruit of true prayer consists not in enjoying the ligEt, 
nor in having knowledge of spiritual things, since Aese may 
be found in a speculative intellect, without true virtue an 
perfection. 

It only consists in enduring with patience, and persevermg 
in faith and silence, belieting that thou art in theLord’s presence, 
turning to Him thy heart with tranquillity and purity of mmd. 

So, whilst thou perseverest in this manner, thou wilt have e 
only preparation and disposition which at that time is necessary, 
and reap infinite fruit. ... 

Proceed, persevere, pray, and hold thy peace, for where thou 
findest not a sentiment thou wilt find a door, whereby thou 
mayest enter into thine owm nothingness, toowing th^ 
to be nothing, that thou canst do nothing, nay, and that thou 
hast not so much as a good thought. ... , 

Know that to fix the will on God, restraining though 
and temptations, with the greatest tranquillity possible, is the 
highest pitch of praying. 

Miguel Molinos. 


76 


Day] 


THE PRESENCE 


‘The Presence 

I sit witlun my room, and joy to find 

That Thou, who always lov’st, art tvith me here ; 

That I am never left by Thee behind, 

But by Thyself Thou keep’st me ever near. 

The fire bums brighter when with Thee I look, 

And seems a kinder servant sent to me ; 

With gladder heart I read Thy holy book. 

Because Thou art the eyes by whitdi I see ; 

This aged chair, that table, watch, and door 
Around in ready service ever wait ; 

Nor can I ask of Thee a menial more 
To fill the measure of my large estate. 

For Thou Thyself, with all a Father’s care, 

Where’er I turn, art ever tvith me there, 

Jones Very. 
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THE INDWELLING GOD 


[Sevtkth 


The Indwelling God 

ScRiFTURZ Rtadikg : LaiaE ItH. 15, and JoEn adr. 18 to 24 
TEe reEeUions vrould Eave. could Eave, no Eope of ever 
dwelling witE tEe Lord God, if He did not first dwell in tE^. 
And tEis is tEe mystery of “ God manifest in tEe fiesE,” tEat He 
E come to dwell witE sinners, to be tbeir God, and to make 
His people. WEat but the indwelling of the Holy One corn 
regenerate fallen souls and make them meet to ascend into the 
Hill of lEe Lord ? -u i i 

OE wEat a Dirine reaEty of a Gospel there E for ^ reb^ - 
God hath touched them. God hath made recondEation for 
then iniquity, and brought everlasting righteousness into tbar 
r.ature. God, throngh tEe Man Christ Jesus, descendetE into 
the rebel’s heart, to fight for him against aE his sms and tempters. 
Sin E stronger than man, but God E stronger than sin- 

I ask my dear, faEen feEow-creatnre this only : Do you wm 
that your spirit should be a dwdling-place for Jehovah-Je^j 
your Lord and Saviour ? It is His wiE to come into you, that 
He may make a new creature of you. If it be your will, the 
covenant is complete, and no power can break it. CEnst m 
yon wiE be your spirit of true Repentance, true Faith, true 
Hope, true Love, your spirit of Obedience, your Peace, and your 
whole Salvation. 

JoHJi PotSFORU. 



A BASQUE PEASANT 


Dat] 


A Basque Peasant returning from Church 

0 little lark, you need not fly 
To seek your Master in the sl^, 

He treads our native sod ; 

Why should you sing aloft, apart ? 

Sing to the heaven of my heart : 

In me, in me, in me is God ! 

O strangers passing in your car. 

You pity me who come so far 
On dusty feet, ill shod ; 

You cannot guess, you cannot know 
Upon what \vings of joy I go 
Who travel home with God. 

From far-off lands they bring your fare. 

Earth’s choicest morsds are your share. 

And prize of gun and rod ; 

At richer boards I take my seat. 

Have dainties angels may not eat : 

In me, in me, in me is God ! 

O little lark, sing loud and long 
To Him Who gave you flight and song 
And me a heart aflame. 

He loveth them of low degree. 

And He hath magnified me 

And holy, holy, holy is His Name ! 

Anna Bunston 
(Mrs. de Bart). 
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A PRESENT GOD 


A Present God 

Smile, O my God, on me. 

Thy presence let me feel ; 

My soul Thy glory longs to see, 

Thyself in me reveaL 

I would not wait for heaven ; 

Heaven may begin bdow ; 

To every new-born soul ’tis given 
A present God to know. 

The vision of Thy face 
Fresh life and joy inspires. 

While o’er my spirit flo^vs the grace 
That kindles all her fires. 

Though oa my saddened heart 
The gloom of night should lie, 

Fdth shall not fail, nor hope depart. 

If I but feel Thee nigh. 

When earth’s fleet years are past. 

And I no more shall roam. 

Give me, my God, to find at last 
^Ith Thee my changeless home. 

Ray Palmer. 
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JESUS CHRIST: FRIEND 
OF MAN - 


Christ Sits 'by ^very WeU 

No need of guide and torch 
To lead the questing soul : 

We pass Christ in the porch 
To seek Him at the pole. 

Frederick LakgbRIDge. 


“ Come unto Me ” 

We have no tears Thou ■vrilt not dry ; 

We have no wounds Thou wilt not heal ; 
No sorrows pierce our human hearts 
That Thou, dear Saviour, dost not feel. 

Xhy pity, like the dew, distils ; 

And Thy compassion, like the h'gbt. 
Our every morning overfills, 

And crowns with stars our every night. 

I. et not the world’s rude conflict drovm 
The charraM music of Thy voice, 

That calls the weary ones to rest _ 

And bids all mourning souls rejoice. 

H. M. KimOAli. 

Thou lovest still the poor ; oh, blest 
In poverty beloved to be ! 

J. ess lowly is my choice confess'd, 

I love the rich in loving Thee ! 

My spirit bare before Thee stands. 

I bring no gift, I ask no sign, 

I come to Thee with empty hands. 

The surer to be filled from Thine. 

Dora Greenweli. 
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THE HAZAKETH YEARS 


. [FtEST 


^he Nazareth Tears 


ScEiFTCRE Rzadikg; Lute ii. 39 5^> 

cf. Jolin u. II 

Our subject to-day is the glory of the Divine Son. ^ 
inirade “He mauifened forA His glory.” Concerning that 

glo^ of Christ did not begin tvith that miracle : the 
miracle only nanifesud it. . Him. 

Eor thirty years the •wonder-tvorHng power ha ^ 

It vras not diviner power when it broke forth m o - 
manifestation than it had been when it was nnsusp 
unseen. It had been exercised up to this time m 5^^ -Lj-pq^ 

of youthful life: obedience to His mother, love to ^ 

Well, it was just as divine in those simple, asp-f “O 

it showed itself in a way startling and wonderful. ' 3 — 

as much the life of God on earth when He did an act o — 

human love or human duty as when He did an extrao 
act, such as turning water into wine. God was as mu , 
more, in the daily life and love of Christ than e , 
Christ’s miracles. The miracle only made the hi £ 
visible. The extraordinary only proved that the or ag ^ 
divine. That was the rery object of the miracle. 

done to v.amfest iortb his glory. _ 

‘ ' -FT^msmcK W. Robektson- 


The CaT'penter oj Nazareth 

In Nazareth, the narrow road. 

That tires the feet and steals the breath. 
Passes the pL*^ where once abode 
The Carpen.er of Nazareth. 
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THE CARPENTER OF NAZARETH 


And up and down the dusty way 
The village folk would often wend ; 

And on the bench, beside HSm, lay 
Their broken things for Him to mend. 

The maiden tvith the doll she broke, 

The woman tvith the broken chair, 

The man with broken plough, or yoke. 

Said, “ Can You mend it. Carpenter ? ” 

And each received the thing he sought. 

In yoke, or plough, or chair, or doU ; 

The broken thing which each had brought 
Returned again a perfect whole. 

So, up the hill the long years through, 

With heavy step and wistful eye. 

The burdened souls their way pursue. 

Uttering each the plaintive cry : 

“ O Carpenter of Nazareth, 

This heart, that’s broken past repair, 

This life, that’s shattered nigh to death. 

Oh, can You mend them. Carpenter ? ” 

And by His kind and ready hand. 

His own sweet life is woven through 

bur broken lives, until they stand 
A New Creation — “ all things new.” 

“ The shattered idols of my heart. 

Desire, ambition, hope, and faith. 

Mould Thou into the perfect part, 

O Carpenter of Nazareth ! ” 

George Blair. 
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the nazaeene 


[Secosd 


^he Nazarene 

ScRiPTCEE Reading : Matt. ii. 19 ^3 

Here He “ dwelt ” for ETc-and-twentf years. Here He 
to ecLooI— - education being universal and comptmo^ m ^ 
Here He played* Here He learnt and followed Hh txa e 
carpenter. Here, probably, Joseph died, leaving Mary w 
protected in the aSecnon of her Son. 

Mark how many tldngs yon might have 
absent. There is no college of angels to instruct tiim , 
little sovereignty given Him in which to learn comman - 
He has four great educatorB « — a Hoir^ ; a Trade ; Poverty > 

Time to Tbir.h. . , 

He learned to love mankind by looking on His ox, 
Joseph, on His brethren. Their goodness taught Him ^ 
in man and God alike. Work developed His 
(not extreme, for there was little of out destitution in j 

and least of all in Galilee) taught Him “ not to be minis 
unto, but to minister.” And Time allowed Him ^ ' , . 
questions, till Bible and birds, flowers and souls, revealed 
secrets. _ _ „ ^ 

Murmur not at obscurity and the necessity of toil ; 
chose them for His Son. One may learn in a village w ^ 
mankind will eagerly listen to. “|If thou wouldst be dinne, 
says some one, “ thou must live ludden like God.” 

Richaed Glovee- 
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Day] ■ » IS NOT THIS THE CARPENTER’S SON ? ” 


“ Is not this the Carpenter^s Son P ” 

O Son of Man, who art divine, 

A consecrating power we ask ; 

Make sacred every homely task, 

And be each day a day of Thine. 

Restful our Sabbaths are, for then 
The stress and strain of business cease, 

But, Master, let Thy sacred peace 
Rest on the busy hours of men. 

The heartful prayer, the tuneful breath, 

To Thee in grateful worship rise. 

But make our life a sacrifice , 

Like to Thine own at Nazareth. 

Hallowed be all our mortal powers, 

That all our life may sacred be : 

O make us holy, Lord, hke Thee, 

And be Thy constant service ours. 

Grant that no duty we may shun. 

Nor any needful labour shirk ; 

But, like our Master, do our work. 

And share the service of the Son. 

Thus may we tread the path He trod. 

And learn our Father’s will to know, 

That we, like Him, may daily grow 
In favour both with man and God. 

C. Silvester Horme. 
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HALLOWED TOIL 


[Thipjj 


Hallowed. Toil 

ScRiPTUKi; R eading: Jolmv.i7,ix.4,andColossiansm. i7to24 

The question is not ivliether men shall ■work, hut how 7 

shaR work to a purpose, i.e. work rightly. „„„,:crak 2 hlr. 

Here the voice of Christ speaks, and speaks 
It sap. To work rightly, to work effectuaUy, you mus 
irom God — consciously, faithfully, piously from pr- 

His Christ must he your leader ; His Spirit 
Win your motive. Not as out of yourself alo“e, du 
H im, must your power come. And faith is the ee g 
confesses it ; prayer is the hand that draws it down. p^n 
He Who knew all that is in man testifi^ this again aua 
It was to convince us of it that He came into the wor . 
are Christians, we shall hold that no work is done w 

not done religiously. _ - > nf him 

No life is truly lived that is not lived in the spin 
who arose in the Temple and answered the heavenly ^ 
with his reverent “ Sfeak, Lord, for Tby ^*^1ater 

Eor he seems like only a prophecy of that other chm bo 
for a yet diviner nunistry, who also spoke in the Temp „ „ 
said “ Wist ye not that I must he about My Father’s bustr.es 

F. D. Huntington. 
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HYiMN ,0F LABOUR 


Hymn of Labour 

Jesus, Thou divine Companion, 

By Thy lowly human birth 

Thou hast come to join the worters, 
Burden-bearers of the earth. 

Tliou, the Carpenter of Naz’rcth, 

Toiling for Thy daily food. 

By Thy patience and Thy courage 
Thou hast taught us toil is good. 

They who tread the path of labour 
Follow where Thy feet have trod ; 

They who work without complaining 
Do the holy svill of God. 

Thou, the peace that passeth knowledge, 
Dwellest in the daily strife ; 

Thou, the Bread of heaven, art broken 
In the saaament of life. 

Every task, however simple. 

Sets the soul that docs it free ; 

Every deed of love and kindness 
Done to man is done to Thee. 

Jesus, Thou divine Companion, 

Help us all to work our best ; 

Bless us in our daily labour. 

Lead us to our Sabbath rest. 

Henry Van Dyke. 
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■c even the \^TND and the sea obey » [Foup-th 

the Wind, and the Sea obey 

Scripture Reading : Mark iv. 35 to 41 

Jesus found His most loyal companions at 
on tie quay. They were cHldren of the storm, som of^e 
temuest if we may imitate the “Boanerges tide. And 

Jesus their Master was not just ^ ffims^eE 

Tjutting to sea by themselves at His bidding. 

Ld embarked on the tossing waves with them 

once He had disputed with the weather their ownership 

‘^V^^’re stndjing a group of 

equally weather-beaten Pilot. No fair-weather 

Z no fair-weather disciples. “ Blow wmd, 

In a New Testament which I once poss^s^ 
head-line of the narrative was, “ Christ and His 
a stoim”— wWch I promptly amended and ^ 

“ Christ in a calm, and His disciples in a stoim. That slignt 
change turned the story into a summary of the 
ActuaUy, they were aU together in a stonn 
they were aU in a calm, for the peace of God wluj p^ses 
understanding, even on the lake, had filled ^eir hearts. But 
from first to last Christ kept His own tranquilhty. 

J. Rendei. Harris. 
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MY PILOT 


Day] 


My Pilot 

I have a Pilot, and He sails 

The rough and roaring sea tvith me ; 

That He should guide mj bark so mean 
Has been* Life’s sweetest mystery. 

My Pilot has five red, red wounds 
He in His love received for me ; 

Wounds in His hands, His feet, His side, 

IVhile thorn-prints in His brow I see. 

When storm-winds from the sullen sky 
Across the ocean loud have roared, 

My soul has had such restful calm 
Because my Pilot was on board. 

When in the lonely, awful dark 
I heard the breakers threaten wreck, 

O music sweet ! — I caught His step ! 

And knew my Pilot walked the deck. 

And when Life’s sea at last is crossed. 

My bark in harbour safe shall be ; 

His be the crown and mine the song, 

My Saviour sailed the sea tvith me. 

Edwaiud Aucusnre Rand. 
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THE MASTER’S VOICE 


^Vhen nil is sad without, within. 

And I am plagued with doubt and sin, 

Yet have I comfort, and rejoice 
If I can hear the Master’s voice. 

' Come unto Me, thou child distressed ; 
Come, find a refuge on My breast ; 

Lay down thy burden, and have rest. 

When clouds are thict, and winds are loud, 

And angry waters rising fast, 

Witli many leaping waves that crowd 
To overwhelm my boat at last ; 

When all my chance of life seems lost. 

Though far astray and tempest-tossed. 

Yet have I courage, and rejoice 
If I can hear the Master’s voice. 

Be not afraid ; ’tis I that stand. 

In every danger, near at hand. 

The vdnds are still at My command. 

When earthly voices, once so dear. 

Have died in silence, one by one. 

Till I am left to mourn them here 
With empty heart, and all alone ; 

When sorrow from the gates of death 
Breathes on my cheek her icy breath ; 

Yet have I peace, and can rejoice 
If I but hear the Master’s voice. 

A little while ; wait patiently. 

A little while, and thou shalt be 
With thy beloved, and with Me. 

Henry Van Dyke. 
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Day] no WORDS LIKE THESE WORDS 


No Words like these Words 

Heart-broken and weary, where’er thou may’st be, 

There are no words like these words for comforting thee. 
When sorrows come round thee like waves of the sea, 

The Saviour says cheerfully, “ Come unto Me,” 

There are no words h‘ke these words, “ Come hither and rest,” 
Afflicted, forsaken, the thorn in thy breast, 

All lonely and helpless. He thought upon thee, 

And He said in His tenderness, “ Come unto Me.” 

O Saviour, my spirit would fain be at rest ; 

There are passions which rage like a storm in my breast : 

O ! show me the road along which I must flee. 

And strengthen me, Saviour, to come unto Thee. 

There are no words like these words : how blessed they be ! 
How calming when Jesus says, “ Come unto Me.” 

0 ! hear them, my heart, they were spoken to thee. 

And still they are calling thee — “ Come unto Me.” 

1 will walk through the world with these words on my heart ; 
Through sorrow or sin they shall never depart ; 

And when dying I hope He will whisper to me, 

“ I have loved thee, and saved thee ; come, sinner, to Me.” 

Edwin Paxton Hood. 
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HUSH 


Day] 


Rush 

O Love of God that broodest deep. 

And givest Thp beloved sleep, 

Hush Thou our heart when \vild winds sweep ; 
Bid us be still. 

Bid us be stiU, and let us hnow 

That Thou art God when tempests blow ; 

That to Thy sea all waters How 
When troubled still. 

And if the flood the mountain shakes, 

And if the light our soul forsakes. 

Let us be sure Thy love awakes 
To watch us still. 

If battle-strife is in the land. 

Grant us to see and understand 
Thy large calm look of chief command. 

And so be still. 

Until Thou makest wars to cease. 

Until Thou bringest us release, 

O say to us, dear Master, “ Peace, 

Be StiU, be stiU ! ” 

Fkedk. A. Jackson. 
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JESUS CHRIST:' REVEALER 
OF GOD 


Our Master 

Deep strike Thy roots, O heavenly Vine, 
Within our earthly sod, 

Most human and yet most Divine, 

The flower of man and God I 

O Love ! O Life ! Our faith and sight 
Thy presence maketh one, 

As through transfigured clouds of white 
We trace the noonday sun. 

So, to our mortal eyes subdued, 
Idesh-veiled, but not concealed, 

We know in Thee the fatherhood 
And heart of God revealed. 

John G. WuirTtEB. 

Thou art the Everlasting Word, 

The Father’s only Son ; 

God manifestly seen and heard. 

And heaven’s beloved One ; 

Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou, 

That every knee to Thee should bow. 

True image of the infinite. 

Whose essence is concealed : 

Brightness of uncreated light ; 

The heart of God revealed : 

Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou, 

That every knee to Thee should bow. 

JoSIAH COBDER. 
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'IN CHRIST JESUS” 

•I f U'l 


“ In Christ Jesus ” 

In Christ I feel the heart of God 
Throbbing from heaven through earth ; 

Life stirs again rvithin the dod, 

Renewed in beauteous birth ; 

The soul springs up, a flower of prayer, 

Breathing His breath out on the air. 

In Christ I touch the hand of God, 

From His pure height reached down. 

By blessed ways before untrod, 

To lift us to our crown ; 

Vict’ry that only perfect is 

Through loving sacrifice, lihe His. 

Holding His hand, my steadied feet 
May walk the air, the seas ; 

On life and death His smile falls sweet, 

Lights up all mysteries ; 

Stranger nor exile can I be 

In new worlds where He Icadeth me. 

Not my Christ only ; He is ours : 

Humanity’s dose bond ; 

Key to its vast, unopened powers. 

Dream of our dreams beyond. 

What yet we shall be none can tell : 

Now are we His, and all is well. 

Lucy Larcom. 
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Christ’s Life resreals God’s Love 

f 

M ev^ step ol Christ's He He oVU 

ol God’s love. All God s Iwe is i ^^0 to His grave. 

JafSt^srf Gethsmane, see *e rf i 

glories of the Mount of Tra^figurauon see jhc^^ ithomless, 

Thinkof]esns’life asonemc«gnt un - i, 

and trackless measuring out of God s love to 

out long, broad, deep, and high. ^ Barbour. 


The teaehings ol Jeso, are not wholly ‘“tf j 

words. His deeds were voeal with spinmal sigrfcan 

mirades were more than marvellous acts. Tb y 
meaning except as “ sigi^” of ^eeteini . ponders ? 

Do you think of our Lord simply as a work ^^j^able 
Then, you entirdy fail to under^nd Him. ^ 

to you that He healed diseased bodies ? Read th go 
each act. Set Him a harder task. 

“ If Thou art Christ, see here this heart of mine, 

Tom, empty, moaning, and u^lessca . 

Had ever heart more need of Thme, 

If Thou, indeed, had rest ? 

Thy vrord. Thy hand, right s<y n did scare the bane 
That in their bodies death did breeu ; 

If Thou canst cure my deeper^pain. 

Then art Thou Lord indeed ! ” 

Was it superhuman for Him in ancient days to 
broken body ? Then you must confess it Godlie that, 

He is still healing the broken in heart and binding up 

wounds. . ^ 

We understand Him only when we look upon Him 
interpreter of God to man. 
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IMAGE OF THE ' INVISIBLE 


Image oj the Invisible 

From doubt and all its sullen pain, 

From every tvide, uncertain quest, 

My mind, O Christ, comes back again. 

In Tliee, the Word of God, to rest. 

My laden conscience knows Thy voice. 

In Thee my reasonings end their strife, 

TIiou strangely dost my heart rejoice ; 

Where else is Way or Truth or Life I 

My Hope ! in whom all fullness dwells. 

Thy words those many mansions show 

Where love shall find what faith foretells 
Thou would’st have told were it not so ! 

Thou can’st not disappoint the trust 
That seeks its answers all in Thee ; 

Because Thou wert the holy, just 
And good — and must for ever be. 

Head over all things to Thy church, 

Messiah, Mediator, Bang ! 

In lyhom we cease our utmost search. 
Unquestioned and unquestioning ; 

Because we do in God believe 
We also do believe in Thee 

And all Thine own would Thee receive. 

Our Life and Light eternally. 

O blessed and enduring Rock, 

Who builds on Thee shall never fall ! 

O Shepherd of one only flock. 

Beyond all fear enfold us all ! 

M. WooLSEY Steyker. 
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“ God so loved ” 


SciaFniKzR£.vDmG: Jolm iii- 9 « 

Salvation has a matchless oripn ^o^o^love^ ^ 

birth in heaven and not on ^rth, _ commensurate 

man or angel; and therefore it k 

with mv desperate need. Moreover, it na _ nnorece- 

God’s strict and inexorable ^ “ ty my 

dented love ; and, therefore, it is not ahenated by my 

iniquity. t,M^trP'.ure He Rave His only 

Salvation brmgs an unspealable tre^ure. a g 

Begotun Son. He did not surrender f 4o 

worlds rolling through space, nor one of j^^g^ent to 

know or seraphim who bum : these ha 

reveal His heart and to end iny necessity. . y* ^ 

me His Equal and His Delight, Jesus, Who Himseli 

as the Eather is. More He cannot for the 

Salvation maies a wide and winnmg pp jJ, ^ that is 
vsorld, east and west and no^ and south. TV - . 

i« chosen word, a word f ^^^cthing more 

joul that will hearken to it. Behevet^it asks no^ 
recondite, nothing more arduous. Only tlm 
mind and the consent of the will Only my to 

Salvation promises a peerless boon. Firs , _ , . no 

Shall not ferisb, there is its assurance no ba^^ 
penaltv, no second death. But, next, it is posi • 

Lrla^ting life. Life that begins here in is 

a new created heart, a transfigured personahty . ^ 
perfected hereafter, in the heaven of heavens. U me m 
life indeed I 


life indeed I _ , , ^5 

Notv, let my own heart and tongue thank tjoa 
salvation. 

Alexandter Smeu-ie. 
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Day} «0 love, I Gim MYSELF TO THEE” 


“ 0 Love, I give myself to Lhee ” 

0 Love, who formedst me to wear 
The image of Tliy Godhead here ; 

VTio soughtest me tvith tender care 
Through all my wanderings wild and drear,; 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

0 Love, who once in time wast slain. 

Pierced through and through svith bitter woe ; 
O Love, who svrestling thus didst gain 
That we eternal joy might know ; 

0 Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

O Love, of whom is truth and h'ght, 

The Word and Spirit, life and power, 

VTiose heart was bared to them that smite. 

To shield us in our trial hour ; 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

O Love, who thus hast bound me fast, 

Beneath that gentle yoke of Thine ; 

Love who hast conquered me at last, 

And rapt away this heart of im’ne ; 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

O Lore, svho soon shalt bid me rise 
From out this dying life of ours ; 

O Love, who once above yon skies 
Shall set me in the fadeless bowers ; 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

Johannes Scheffler, tr. C. Winkworth. 
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“I IhW^ Cm-N YOU AN J-XAMI’U:” 


{I'orrt?! 


** 1 hitve fjven y'lu an Exatnflf ” 

Scurrvtt llFAsnsc : JoJjn aiii. it to I? 

\Micn yoxi hsvf enrolled yourttU In the rjntt oi tne Omrch 
of Chritt it meant more Uua mere rrnrty form or ritnsi it 
meant that you arc to i-rrc Him. Voa can terre Him,— 
you can further Hit fjory where you ate. 

You can mahe your counter a yUcc of truth. You can rhow 
a life tel in honour, and pirt al>‘'Ut with peace, it the hcnA 
where you work, in the parrel where you starre, in the Sc.d 
where you toll, in the ttreett thtoupli which you more; tn 
every detail of your life }t)a can have the plorr of the 
of God — the tcrvicc of a true heart contented with Hit will. 

Dct justly, /etc rterey, cr.d Kidh hur-.fly i.'. the lipht of tie 
caample of Chritt — thit it the way to the realissison of^God * 
glory in serving Him. 

L. MACtrts Watt. 

(From “ The Communion Table.”) 


Revelation by Working 

Lord, 1 stand amid the night 
Dart, dark and dreary, 

Straining forth to catdi the light 
Eyes with watclung weary. 

Not a star it in the sky. 

Black, void and lonely, 

And I loot for help on high 
Up to sh.rdows only. 

Comes a voice from out the night, 
Clear, clear and telling — 

“ ms not from the gate of tight 
Thou caa’st find my dtvelling ; 
Only in thy power to tread 
Places rede and formless 
Can’st thou see the glory spread 
O’er love’s ocean stormless. 


RElOiLATION BY WORKING 


Day] 


“ Would’st tliou see the skies aglow f 
Work, work untiring ; 

Do the will, and thou shalt know 
Doctrines soul-inspiring ; 

Do the will through fire and flood. 

On life’s claims attendant, 

And in price of Calvary’s blood 
Heaven shall shine resplendent. 

“ Would’st thou sec through gates ajar 
Bright, bright God’s beauty ? 

Wait not thou for sun nor star ; 

Do tliy present duty. 

Duty’s path may thorny be, 

Steep, steep her dimbing. 

But, upon her hill-top free, 

Sabbath bells are chiming. 

“ Jesus climbed a cross of pain, 

Old, old the story. 

Till the vale became a plain. 

The plain a mountain’s glory ; 

Up with footsteps undefiled. 

Fresher, fresher feeling. 

Till upon the ridge He smiled. 

Life from death revealing.” 

You and I shall climb with Him 
Far, far and fearless. 

Sure that on the mountain’s brim 
Toiling shall be tearless, — 

Sure that, walking in the will, 

Firm, firm ’mid sorrow, 

We shall reach the waters still 
That mirror love’s to-morrow. 

George Matheson. 


t05 


ON THE HILLS WITH CHRIST 


[Fiftk 


On the Hills soiih Christ 

ScRiFTCRE Readixc : Psalm xxiv 
I think of various hills of the Lord, iny Lord Jesus Ctot. 

For instarxe, I cannot forget the hill of temp - 
» Jb: devil tahetb Hin up ir.to an exceeding high nounta.n. 

I am glad that Jkus knevr the vrildemess, the dartacc^j, 
Eolidtation of Satan. It assures me that He sympathise vn 
me in my hot battle. It tells me that I am not a one in 
conKct. It certifie me that Christ is qualified to * 

Or I travel on to the hill of His transfiguration. J 
iahetb PeUr, Jar^s and John his brother, and hringeib 
into a high mountain apart.” I rejoice in the Gosp ° 
Transfiguration height. It publishes my Lord's heveiriy g , 

and, therefore. His suSdency for all my need. He is a^ 
pardon me ; and He is able to transform me into 
beauty. He can, and He vrilL 

And I turn to the hill of His crudfisdon. . 

cone unto a place called Golgotha, they crucified Him. ^ ■ 

shame for Him ; it tvas new life for me. God’s forgivCT ess 
my guilt. His complete and changeless friendship, anri 
gelical repentance, and trustful faith, and the passion for o 
ness, and devotion to the service of Jesus — these are the fmi 
I gather on Calvary. _ « rr ; ^ 

So, finally, 1 come to the hill of His ascension. tie ^ 

them out to the Mount caUed Olivet, and He ocas carried up into 
heaven.” Christ is on the throne. .And why should I be a 
victim of despondency and fear ? He must rdgn, 
enemies are the footstool of His feet. He is King of Hn^ , 
and from Him cometh my help. 


AimCAKDEtl SstELLIE- 
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THE HOLY HILL 


7he Holy Hill 

Oh ! soul, if thou wonld’st climb the holy hill 
And dwell with Jesus in the secret place, 

Thou must set truth above men’s blame or grace, 
From the world’s clamour beep thee very still. 

Pure and inviolate tliou must hold thy will. 

Thy seen and unseen life keep equal pace. 

For no deceit must mar thine honest face,- 
Thy word by ample deed thou must fulfil. 

Behold how difiicult and high a state 
I would attain to ! O ! mine Advocate, 

Thou God of life and Strengthencr of the weak. 
Grant me this grace that when my spirit faints 
The love I bear to all thy holy saints 
May lift me up and onward to the peak ! 

Dorothy Frances Gurney. 
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DIVINE MEAT AND DRINK 


Wlo buildcst up our fleshly frame. 

And dost that frame repair ; 

Changing, yet keeping it the same. 

With most mysterious care : 

How can the mute unconscious bread 
Become the speaking tongue ; 

And nerves, through which our pleasures spread, 
And wliich by pain are wrung ? 

Can lifeless water help to form 
The Bring, leaping blood. 

Whose gentle flosv, in passion’s storm 
Becomes a ruffled flood ? 

How much I know yet know not how 
The thing I know can be : 

The Lord of mysteries art Thou — 

Lord, I believe in Thee. 

The powers of common blood and flesh 
My spirit foul and grieve : 

O Lord, create my spirit fresh. 

Then these new health receive. 

On Christ, the meat and drink divine, 

I feed my thoughts and heart ; 

At each repast some acts are mine. 

But Thine the chiefest part. 

Through Thee I stronger, better grow, 

Old life for new exchange ; 

Thy work divine by this I kmow — 

It blends the plain and strange. 

Thomas T. Lynch. 
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“TO ME TO LIVE IS CHRIST” 


[Sevektii 


“ T'o me io live is Christ ” 

Scripture Reading; Ephesians iii. 13 to 21, and Galatians ii. 20 
The soul needeth no other birth than a turning towards God, 
and an entering into Him. 

• « • 

Set, as it were, thy left-hand will to the daily calling thou 
pursues!, but direct thy right-hand will towards God and the 
Eternal ; only remember that thou art but a day labourer, 

and listen for the voice that shall call thee home. 

• • • 

Faith is nothing less than a uniting of our will v.'ith God s 
will. 

• • • 

So long as the smallest spark in a human soul longcth for God 
and would be saved, so long is God’s door of mercy open. 

• • • 

The soul is an eye into the abyss of tlie Eternal. 

• • • 

Why do we dispute any longer about knowledge ? Know- 
ledge in itself is not the way to blessedness. The devil knows 
more than we do, and what good docs it do him ? That I know 
much gives me little joy ; but that I love my Saviour, Jesus 
Chrbt, and always long for Him, this giveth me joy — ^for a 
longing for Him is a receiving of Him. 

• * • 

... I give myself up to Thee with my whole heart, mind, 
and will. ... I have no other road to Thee, but Thy suffering 
and death ; as Thou hast turned our death into life by Thine 
Incarnation, and hast burst the chains of death, therefore I 
wotdd place the desires of my soul in the open gates of Thy 
death. 

Jacob BeHmen* 
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GOD’S D\VELLING-PLACE 


God’s Dwelling-place 

The soul wherein God dwells, — 

What church could holier be ? — 

Becomes a walking tent 
Of heavenljr majesty. 

How far from here to Heaven ? 

Not very far, my friend ; 

A single hearty step 

Will all thy journey end. 

Though Christ a thousand times 
In Bethlehem be bom 

If He’s not born in thee. 

Thy soul is stiU forlorn. 

The cross on Golgotha 
Will never save thy soul, 

The cross in thine own heart 
Alone can make thee whole. 

Hold there ! where runnest thou I 
Know Heaven is in thee. 

Seek’st thou for God elsewhere 
His face thou’lt never see. 

O would thy heart but be 
A manger for His birth ; 

God would once more become 
A child upon the earth. 

Go out, God win go in. 

Die thou and let Him live. 

Be not — and He ^vill be. 

Wait and He’ll all things give. 

Johannes Scheffler 
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god with us 


God with Us 

And art Thou come v/itli us to dwell. 

Our Jrince, our Guide, our Love, our i/3ra, 

And k Thy name Emmanuel, 

God present with His world restored ? 

The heart k glad for Thee ! it knows 
Kone now shall bid it err or mourn 
And o’er its desert breaks the rose 
In triumph o’er the grieving thorn. 

Thou bringest all again ; with Thee 
Is light, k space, k breath, and room 
For cadi thing fak, beloved, and free. 

To have its hour of life and bloom. 

Each heart’s deep instinct unconfess’d ; 

Each lowly wkh, each daring claim ; 

All, all that life hath long repress’d, 

Unfolds, undreading blight or blame. 

Thy reign eternal will not cease ; 

Thy years are sure, and glad, and slow 
Within Thy mighty world of peace 
The humblest flower hath leave to blow. 

The world k glad for Thee, the heart 
Is glad for Thee I and all is well, 

And fixed and sure, because Tbou ert. 

Whose name k called Emmanuel. 

Doiu GainKWELn. 
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JESUS CHRIST: SAVIOUR 
OF THE WORLD 


O my Saviour, mate me see, 

How dearly Thou hast paid for me. 
That, lost again, my life may prove, 
As then in death, so now in love. 

. R. Crashaw. 

Through all depths of sin and loss 
Drops the plummet of Thy Cross 1 
Never yet abyss was found 
Deeper than that Cross could sound 

John G. Whittier. 

In the cross of Christ excess in 
man is met by excess in God ; excess 
of evil is mastered by excess of love. 

Bourpaloue. 

Thou who wast in all behaviour 
Ever equal, free from sin, 

Be to us a daily Saviour ; 

Over secret evil ivin 
Secret conquest : 

Reign without, because within. 

Thomas T. Lykcii. 



CHRIST CRUCIFIED 


[First 


Christ Crucified 

Scripture Reading : Mark iv. 25 to 38 
The Cross speaks of identification. Christ took my 
and my sin on Himself. Christ felt them as if th^ 
own. He joined Himself with me, wretched and imser 
and poor and blind and naked. He laid tny j^tirden on - 
shoulder and on His souL There was no partition wall, 
was not so much as a dmding-line, which He allowed ^ 3 

between Him and me. He enrolled Himself in my^ d ^ 
company. He experienced my pressure, my weig t, 7 
demerit, my death. . . 

The Cross speaks of labour. There was resolution m 1 ■ 
There was the purposeful lifting of an incalculable load. ^ 
was difficulty. There was unprecedented toil. Christ 
rest and peace in His heart, while He was magnifying ^ 
law and worHng out my salvation ; but such an endeavour 
was, such a task. Even for the Holy-Begotten Son it 
m easy thing to perfect my deliverance. I see Hiin tiav Dg 
in the greatness of His strength, battling against insuperab 
obstacles, and prevailing by tears and blood. . 

Yes, prevalkig. For the Cross speaks of triumph. Chns 
ended the incubus, the bondage, the curse. I rememb^ 
Holman Hunt’s painting of “ The Scapegoat.” Among ^ ® 
salt sands of the desert the sin-stricken, weary goat is dying- 
But it has fulfilled its errand. It has taken the transgressions 
of the people from them and from the sight of God. If it i® ^ 
victim, it is a victor too. The picture is a suggestion of Jesus. 
He is the Scapegoat. He bears on Him all my iniquities 
a land not inhabited. He sets me free. He dies ; but He 
triumphs. 


Alexander Smellie. 
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THE MEDl[ATOR 


7he Mediator 

How high. Thou art ! our songs can own 
No music Thou could’st stoop to hear ! 

But stiU the Son’s expiring groan 
Is vocal in the Fathei’s ear. 

How pure Thou art ! Our hands are dyed 
With curses, red tvith murder’s hue. 

But He hath stretched His hands to hide 
The sins that pierced them from Thy view. 

How strong Thou art ! we tremble lest 
The thunders of Thine arm be moved, 

But He is lying on Thy breast. 

And Thou must dasp Thy best bdoved. 

How kind Thou art ! Thou did’st not choose 
To joy in "Him lor ever so ; 

Thou that embrace Thou wilt not lose 
For vengeance, did’st for love forego. 

High God, and pure, and strong, and kind, 

The low, the foul, the feeble, spare ! 

Thy brightness in His face we find, 

Behold our darkness only there. 

Elizabeth Barkett BrowniJ^g. 




THE IvlESSAGE OF THE CROSS 


[Secokd 


The Message of the Cross 

Scripture Reading : i Corintluaiis i. 1 8 to 24 and Gal^dans 

vi. 14 

This is what the Incarnation is for : it is for the 
This is emphatically the one thing Christ came into the 

to do : to die. came 

No doubt He came to serve other worlds as well. He ^ 
to reveal the Father ; He came to restore the image ^ ® ’ 
He came to live the perfect life, to set the peerless 
He came to found the highest, dosest, widest broiher^ 
among mauHnd ; He came to wind up the tangled ssein 
this painful earth. _ 

But none of these can it be said He came to do in 
in which He came to die ; or, rather, these other subor ^ ^ 
ends were only accomplished by the fulfilment of the primary 
one. 

How is the Father known ? Remove the Cross, and how are 
the God and man brought into harmony, reconciled ? Remov 
the Cross, and where is the goal at once and the grand starung- 
point to Ae Imitation of Christ J Remove the Cross, and where 
is the very nerve and nexus of the new membership ? Remote 
the Cross, and where is the promise of perfected salvation 

R. W. Barbour. 
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HAIL, BLESSED CROSS! 


Hail, Blessed Cross J 

Hail, Wciied Cross ! Jioiv bold 

Thou makest me 1 how strong ! No more I weep 

O’er giant cities now the dragon’s fold, 

O’er mighty empires breathed to dust away ; 

No more a tearful chronicle I keep 

Of all that passes ere our mortal day 

Hath passed ; nor grieve that in earth’s fruitful, deep. 

Warm soil my life hath struck but tender hold : 

All things must change, and into ruin, cold. 

And darkness pass and perish ; yet, behold ! 

All fades not -ufth the fading leaf. To me 
The Lord hath showed a tree ! 

And many a leaf on me 
Hath fallen from off this Tree 
Of healing power • I know 
Not yet how near the skies 
Its lofty stem will rise ; 

Nor guess how deep below. 

To what drear vaults of woe 
Its roots will pierce : I see 
Its boughs spread wide and free. 

And fowls of every wing 
Beneath them build and ding. 

Hail,^blessed Cross ! I see 
My life grow green in thee ! 

My life, that hidden, mute. 

Lives ever in Thy root, 

When life fails utterly ; 

All hail. Thou blessed Tree ! 

Dora Greenweli.. 
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JESUS, THE SOUL’S REFUGE 


Let the world call herself my foe, 

Or let the world allure — 

I care not for the world ; I go 
To tills dear friend and snre. 

And when life’s fiercest storms are sent. 

Upon life’s svildest sea, 

My little bark is confident. 

Because it holds by Thee. 

VTicn the law threatens endless death 
Upon the dreadful hill, 

Straightway from her consuming breath 
My soul goetli higher still — 

Goeth to Jesus, wounded, slain, 

And maketh Him her home, 

Whence she will not go out again, 

And where death cannot come. 

I do not fear the tvildemess 
Where Thou hast been before ; 

Nay rather tvill I daily press 
After Thee, near Thee, more ! 

Thou art my food ; on Thee I lean ; 

Thou makest my heart sing ; 

And to Thy heavenly pastures green 
All Thy dear flock dost bring. 

And if the gate that opens there 
Be dark to other men, 

It is not dark to those who share 
The heart of Jesus then ; 

That is not losing much of life 
Which is not losing Thee, 

Too art as present in the strife 
As in the victory, 

from the German of Dessler. franslated 
by Greville MathesoN. 




THE SIN-BEARER 


[Focr-Ti! 


*Ihe Sin-Bearer 

ScRirruKE RxADjiic ; I Peter li. 19 -5 

A holy Sin-Bcarer, He did r.o sir, rjiiher icas „.,5 

Bis mouth. His speccli was pure and graaous. 
dear from soil or taint. So He is not hampered y ^ 

of His ovm ; and He is free to espouse my foiled and dclcatca 

Tmcd: .nd s=»* Sin.Bc«cr. He 

reviUd r.ot again. Never was the loveliness °! 
more apparent than when the blast of the temb c , ^ . 

a storm against the v.-all. Even hlis enemies He prayed fo , 

and, therefore, I believe that He has grace for me. , ^ 

A solitarj- Sin-Bearer. His Osar. Sclj, He did 
all, suffered all. He trod the v.une-prcss alon^ ^ .aonle- 
people there was none with Him. He needs no pries T^ifavc 
ment His sufficient work, “ His glorious infamj. 
nothing to do but to trust in Him. . 

A vicarious Sin-Bearer. Our Sirj, not &s. He ur-nedf 
body upon the Tree. Wth my sentence He charged ^msw. 
In my place condemned He stood. For me, and tho.c _ , , 
He was despised and rejected, derelict and forsaken. ’ 

what manner of Love is His ! . 

And a triumphant Sin-Bearer. i?y Whose stnprs > 
healed, Peter says. There is infinite merit in the death o 
God-Man. There are unfathomable mysteries of mer^ m 
transaction of Calvary. There is grace enough for thonsa 
of new worlds as great as this. . 3 

So from the far country, from wretchedness and misery 
poverty and blindness and nakedness, let me return to 
Shepherd and Bishop of my soul. 

Alexander Smeleie. 
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the power op the cross 


[Fifth 


^he PotoET of the Cross 

ScMPTOTE ReADIKG t I CoF. L 12 tO 24 

Tte Cross of Omst, said Paul, E the 
a paradox and what an impossibility it seemed t J 
giLsness and to Greek wisdom ! But simple faith 

m. God dotMng M ‘"“S 
He bends to the sharpest sorrow and the ^kest s • 
whereas my proud spirit would only rebel 
maiestic, all happy, all untouched by poverty and disgr 
grief, I am subdued and vanquished by One who “““ ^ 

so loW a gmse. The Sufierer and Saviour triumphs where tH 

Sovereign must have failed. v..,.,r;Ticr the 

And Ae Cross shows me God meeting and 
demands of law. The Divine law, so holy, so good, my 
sin, and has righteously condemned me to die becaus 
I cannot answer my accuser for one out of .,_reZ 

transgressions. But in my place the Lord, whose moup 
the law is, fulfils its commands and bears its penalr^ 
all 1 need. This fetters me in glad bondage to my Redeem . 

And the Cross shows me God loving without ^ 

stint. Many waters cannot quench His love; the 
cannot drown it. He knows from the beginning the bitrer 
and dreadful end, the agony and the desolation ; and yet n 
cares for me so passionatdy and so prevailingly that He se^ 
His face steadfastly towards this end. hly heart of stone is 
melted thus, and I am led in willing captivity. ti- i. 

Manifestly the Cross is the very Poiver of the Most Hig 
God. 

Alexander Smellie. 
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“THAT HOLY CROSS” 


[Sixth 


“ ‘That Holy 'Cross ” 

Scripture Reading ; Matthew* xxvi. 36 to 39 ; and Mark iv. 

25 to 40 

The freeness of the sacrifice was its efficacy. It was tie 
way chosen from the beginning. God so loved the wor 
It was not the offering of the Father alone, nor of the Son alone, 
but of the Dirine heart of God in them both — a heart that was 
loving before the foundation of the world, and finding this 
overwhelming utterance at last. 

There, at Calvary, was set up the one immovable, unfaihng, 
everlasting barrier against the tyranny and triumph of L 
There the waves of hatred, oppression, envy, unbelief scoro, 
sensuality, and every sin, break their force— dashing in vain, 
and dying away against that planted cross ; for its living roots 
are wound by God into the centre and core of the world. 

No wonder the sufferer was “ amazed,” as He went ® 
garden ! No wonder, as the shining ones, prophets of the elder 
covenant, met Him on the Mount of Transfiguration, this was 
the theme of their high communion, and they spoke together 
of “ the decease wHch He should accomplish at Jerusalem.^ 
No wonder, as the hour drew on, sorrow and victory their 
sway by turns in His feelings, for He was the Son of Ma^ as 
well as the Son of God. “ Now,” he srid, “ is the Son of Man 
glorified ” ; and then, with natural anguish, “ My soul^ is 
exceeding sorrowful, even tmto death,” and in the dear tnaving 
for human sympathy that brings him down from Tabor and 
Zion so near to us in our mortal Gethsemanc, Tarry yc here 
and watch with Me,” _ . . 

And just in the measure that the spirit of ffis sacrifice is in 
us shall we be praising Him that the path of His eager choice 
was the march to the Passover, to His Passion. 

F. D. Huntington. 
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Dat] 


RISE, 0 MY SOI 


Rise, 0 my Soul 

Rise, 0 my soul, -with thy desires to Heaven, 

And with divinest contemplation use 
Thy time where time’s eternity is given, 

And let vain thoughts no more Ay Aoughts abuse ; 
But dotvn in midnight darkness let Aem lie : 

So live Ay better, let Ay wone Aoughts die. 

And Aou, my soul, inspired wiA holy flame, 

View and review wiA most regardful eye 
That holy cross, whence Thy salvation came. 

On wHA Ay Saviour and Ay sin did die j 
Por in that sacred object is muA pleasure, 

And in Aat Saviour is my life, my treasure. , 

To Thee, 0 Jesu, I direct mine eye; 

To Thee my hands, to Thee my humble knees ; 

To Thee my heart shall offer sacrifice, 

To Thee my Aoughts, Who my Aoughts only sees. 

To Thee my self, my self and all I give ; 

To Thee I die, to Thee I only live. 

Sje Waiter Raieich (1552-1618). 
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the eternal saviour 


.The Eternal Saviour 

ScRiPTUiiE Reading : Jolm -viiL 58, and ivii. I to 5, and 20 to 26 
Christ sajs, “I am Eternal” Now, that must m^n not 
merely that He has eristed and shall exist for ^er, u - 
that in the for evers of the past and the future He is ^ ^ 

Christ ; that the spedal nature in which He relates xlimse 
to us as Saviour never had a beginning and shall never ave an 

Now, what is that spedal nature ? Omst 1 word 

indudes to our thought such a Divinity as involves the um 

element. -i- • „ Tr i*; 

Christ is the divinely human, the humanly divin - 
the Deity endowed with a peculiar human sympathy, s owi g 
by a genuine brotherhood the experience of man. 

That is to say, there are two words : God and . 

describes pure deity, the other pure humanity. C 
word not identical with dther, but indnding both. ^ _ 

It is the Deity in which the Humanity has part ^ it is 
Humanity in which the Ddty resides. It is that , 

torial nature which has its own double wearing of bot , 
abiHty to stand between and reconcile the separated ma 00 

and divinity. „ 

Phillips Brooks. 
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HYMN TO OUR SAVIOUR 


Dat] 


Hymn to our Saviour 

Christ, Who art above the sk^, 

Teach me how to live and die ! 

Thou hast sent me here to be 
Born of human kind Kke Thee : 

Born to walk the flinty road 
Which Thy crimson’d footsteps trode ; 

Clear mine eyes to track them right, 

Leading upwards to the light. 

Pure as snow from taint of wrong, 

Thou hast known temptation strong ; 

Tried and burst the snares that lie 
Set to lure us from the sky : 

Thou wilt aid me firm to stand 
When the tempter is at hand ; 

Thou wilt draw my thoughts to Thee, 
tie dejaacw sis fwJJ J&se. 

When I slip, my frailty spare ; 

Saviour, save me from despair ! 

By the mercy-gate Thou art, 

Vision of the Bleeding Heart, 

Caring with thorn-circled face 
Human-eyed on all the race : 

If I kneel before the gate, 

Thou wilt never cry “ Too late ! ” 

If in vain my strength has toil’d ; 

Hopes defeated ; purpose foil’d ; 

If the light of life be dim. 

Waning mind, and tvither’d limb ; 

If my dear ones leave me lone. 

Be Thou here when all are gone j 
Thou hast known what anguish is, 

Thou can’st turn my tears to bliss. 

Francis Turner Palorave. 
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NO EAST OR WEST 


No East- or West 

In Christ there is no East or West, 

In Him no South or North, 

But one great Fellowship of Lore 
Throughont the whole wide earth. 

In Him shall true hearts everywhere 
Their high communion find. 

His service is the golden cord 
Close binding all manHnd. 

Join hands then. Brothers of the Faith, 

Whate’er your race may be ! — 

Who serves my Father as a son 
Is surely tin to me. 

In Christ now meet both East and West, 

In Him meet South and North, 

All Christly souls are one in Him, 

Throughont the whole wide earth. 

John Oxekham. 
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JESUS CHRIST: RISEN AND 
LIVING 


Through God alone can man be strong ; 

To comfort us He gave this song : 

" In Jesus Christ we stand ; 

Death held Him in his gloomy prison, 

He broke the chains, and has arisen. 
To rule the deathless land.” 

TnouAs T. Lynch. 

If in lay heart’s most secret shrine 
My Lord abide, 

Then all those human loves of mine 
UTiom there I hide 

Shall feel His virtue flow to them. 

Since there they touch His garment’s hem. 

DonoTHY Frances Gurney. 

Lord Christ, let me but hold Thy hand, 
And all the rest may go. 

For nothing is, hut only seems, 

And life is full of idle dreams, 

Until Thyself we know. 

The whole wide world is nought beside 
The wonder of Thy love. 

And though ray state ho mean and strait, 

Give me but be.art to work and wait, 
And I have Treasure-Trove. 

John O.-cENHAsr. 
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‘HE ROSE AGAIN” 


[Fiest 


“ He rose again ” 

Sc^ “ ’t. as 

crucified,” you can say, “ He is risen. ^ jjo 

A man drafted for some service ^ b^accepted 

profit from a substitute, unless that subsntutehas been P 

VX?«»«a br God's law » dio f» “XX 

profit from Christ’s death for him acceptance 

death has been accepted ; and therehas been no -ucn 

if Christ be not risen. - 



ratification.' Charxk Sta>tord. 

/ * —.1 -rather ascribed to 
1 Our justification lor that ind^ ^ 

the resurrection of ih^- hnt His resurrection did 

death iras a ground of manner so notonons, 

accomplish the collation of them; . • • ^c^ a jj^on of dis- 

^ lAth declared His favour to ^ 

pleasure can remain ? " — Isaac Bakrow (163 77 ) 
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“THE PO\VER OF HIS RESURRECTION” 


“ The Tower oj His Resurrection’^ 

Jesus mj' Redeemer fives, 

Christ mf trust is dead no more ; 

In tlic strength this knowledge gives 
Shall not all my fears be o’er. 

Though the night of death be fraught 

Still with many an anxious thought f 

Jesus my Redeemer lives, 

And His life I once shall see ; 

Bright the hope this promise gives. 

Where He is I too shall be. 

Shall I fear then f Can the Head 

Rise and leave the members dead ? 

Oose to Him my soul is bound 
In the bonds of Hope enclasp’d ; 

Faith’s strong hand tliis hold hath found. 
And the Rock hath firmly grasp’d ; 

And no ban of death can part 

From our Lord the trusting heart. 

I shall sec Him with these eyes, 

Him whom I shall surely know ; 

Not another shall I rise, 

With His love this heart shall glow ; 

Only there shall disappear 

Weakness in and round me here. 

Louisa Henrietta, 
Ehetuss of Brandenburg ( 1653 ). 
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the unseen COjMPANION 


[Second 


^he Unseen Com-panion 

ScRiPTDRE Reading ; Luke sav. 13 35 

It is tme that often tve Me not 

£0 bowed beneath the Wen of onr own a 

feel that the world’s Cross-bearer is walhng up our 

hy our side. , , • ^ Vpows what sorrows we 

But let us not be deceived, fod tao^ w 

dwen with; and Christ tasted them ^ distance, 

sUentlp beside us many a time, e'^en - ^ 

te IoHo^b; .«d whe. He .«« f „ 

talMng of it, He walks close to our heart and speaks 

L. Maclean Watt. 

(From “ 7he Communion FalU?') 


“ Oh, leave sis not . . •” 

Lord Jesus, in the days of old. 

Two walked with. Thee in waning light ; 
And love's blind instinct made them 

To crave Thy presence through the night. 
As night descends, we too would pray : 

“ Oh. leave us not at close of day.” 
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“OH, LEAVE US NOT . . .» 


Day] 


Did not their hearts tvithin them burn ? 

And, though their Lord they failed to know, 

Did not their spirits inly yearn ? 

They could not let the Stranger go. 

Much more must we who know Thee pray ; ^ 

“ Oh, leave us not at dose of day ! ” 

The hours of day are glad and good. 

And good the gifts Thy hand bestovre, — 

The body’s health, the spirit’s food, 

And rest, and after rest repose. 

We would not lose day’s golden gains, 

So stay with us as dayh'ght wanes. 

Perchance we have not always wist 
Who has been with us by the way ; 

Amid day’s uproar we have missed 
Some word that Thou hast had to say. 

In silent night, O Saviour dear. 

We would not fail Thy voice to hear. 

Day is far spent, and mght is nigh, 

Stay vrith us, Saviour, through the night ; 

Talk tvith us, touch us tenderly. 

Lead us to peace, to rest, to light ; 

Dispel our darkness with Thy face. 

Radiant with resurrection grace. 

Nor this night only, blessed Lord, 

We, every day and every hour, 

Would walk with, Thee Emmausward 
To hear Thy voice of love and power ; 

And every night would by Thy side 
Look, hsten, and be satisfied. 

J. Ashcroft Noble. 
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« LOVEST THOU ME ? ' 


[Thied 


“ Lovest thou Me ? ” 

ScRiFTUKE Reading ; ]olin m. IS ^9 
Notice the personality of the question. It tvas per.on 

toPeter,itis,personalto 7on. . , ,oul TOth a dis- 

He deals vtith. ns one by one Icr^gly, He 

tinctloTe* asldng each soul for a distinct respon_e , 

Adam, -when He said, Adam, aheu art thou F noJthy 

to Abraham, tvhen He cried, “ "^V^f^e nigS 

laud!'' Personally as to Samuel, vrhenin^eh-f 

He said, “ Samuel, Samuel ! ” penonaUy as to 

said, “ Martha, Martha, thou art careful ard Tarsus, 

things; hut one thing tsveedfui: Personally as t , p 

rvhen He said, « Sa«Z, Saul,so^< tollman s^ of 

sonally as to Simon, when He said, Stmon, St . , 

^ohn, lovest thou Me F" . answer 

^ English names are on His lips as w^ as ’ .^bly 

to your name— it is spohen now — silentiy to the , 

to the soul-" Lovest thou Me F » Stanfokd. 
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THE QUESTION 


The Question • 

Lord, did’st Thou turn Thine eyes 
On me, and speak upon this solemn shore 
The words that wounded with a keen surprise 
Thine erring, loving servant, grieved the more 
That love, as doubtful of its osvn, should seek 
To put it thrice to proof ; I could but speak 
With Him ; I could but say, “ Below, above. 

Thou knowest all, — Thou knowest that I love.” 

Yet, Thou hast spoken, “ Blessed are the meek.” 
And “ they that mourn are blessed.” I can touch 
This border of Thy garment ; now I know 
I love Thee, Lord, I will not let Thee go ,■ 

I tvill not ask, “ Are these beloved too much ? ” 

Too little, I.ord [ because my heart is cold 
In loving Thee ! I make with one of old 
This fervent prayer : Do Thou enlarge my coast. 
And o’er it rule Thyself ! where Thou art most 
Beloved, is room for all ! the heart grorvs tvide 
That holdeth Thee ! a heaven where none doth press 
Upon the other, none of more or less 
Doth ask solicitous, for ever there 
Is bread enough, and fullness still to spare. 

And none that come depart unsatisfied.” 

Dora Greekweli.. 
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CHRIST THE TULLNESS OF LIFE 


[Fourth 


Christ the Fullness of Life 

ScRTPruRE Readikg : Colossians ii. 6 to 15 
Christ did not come to show ns how a human existence can 
he moulded, and the world’s evils be vanquished by a^r^lute 
sdf-srilL It is amazing with what a barren notion of “ Qmst, 
the example,” some Christian readers have been satisfied ; as 
if the Son of God had stood apart from the vital seats of monve- 
power, the springs of love and faith in men, and only exhibite 
to the eye of a dmir ation an external model of excellence, which 
His followers were to set themselves, with cool faculties, to copy. 

The highest spiritual works are not accomplished in^ that way. 
Exemplary virtue is never the loftiest virtue. Imitation of any 
model, however high, is not the noblest action of the soul. ^ 
Influence, as the very etymology of the word might teach, u 
another thing from that. All out best helps are spiritual gifts 
or forces from soul to soul. _ ’ , ^ 

Christ came to be a divine penonal influence in the world ; 
i.e. that in and through His Person the Divine life might verit- 
ably and literally flov into the breasts of mankind. He came 
not to tell us the manner of living, but to commumcate, to pour 
in, upon all willing and receiving hearts, the power of living-— 
the energy that acts itself spontaneously into holy thoughts 
and deeds. 

F. D. Huntington. 
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“ CHRIST IS ALL, AND IN ALL” 


[Fifth 


“ Christ is All, aid in All ” 

SCRIPTUKF Readikg: Colossiaas m. i to ii 

Christ is in ail His redeemed, 

IHe of their He. He is the pitying W and 
of God with every needy, pr^g ^pmt f Qo^ 

He is the living, secre^ effluent and Wor^of^ 

that is gone forth thr^gh aU the penitent 

of the knowledge of God that breaH ^ ^2n the 

heart He is the invisible bond of umty i,pavens ' 

,Soed nenbns oi H» body. Ho is f« abovo all hoavoos , 

He fills all things. , , v xTim and love Him, 

He is not only with those who beheve 

bnt also -ssdth those who neither beheve m ^ 

to restrain them or to wound ^em, to . Saviour. 

melt them, that He may be to them also j that 

“ Say not in thy heart. Who shall ^cend i _ heart, 

is, to bring Christ down.” The Christ of « ^ 

waiting and aiming to get the consent of thy will, tha 

save thee. pot^poEn. 
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Dai'] 


JESUS, OUR. FORERUNNER 


Jesus, our Forerunner 

There’s not a hope with comfort fraught 
Triumphant over death and time, 

But Jesus mingles in the thought, 

Forerunner of our course sublime. 

His image meets me in the hour 
Of jay, and brightens every smile ; 

I see Him when the tempests lower, 

Eaclt terror soothe, each grief beguile. 

I see Him in the daily round 
Of social duty, mild and meek ; 

With Him I tread the hallowed ground 
Communion tvith my God to seek. 

I see His pitying, gentle eye, 

When lonely rvant appeals for aid ; 

I heat Him in the frequent sigh 
That mourns the waste which sin has made, 

I meet Him at the lowly tomb ; 

I weep where Jesus wept before ; 

And there, above the grave’s dark gloom, 

I hear His voice, and weep no more. 

Emily Taylor. 


t39 


“CHILDKEN, HAVE YE AKY'AIEAT? 


7 ” 


[Sixth 


« Children, have ye any Meat P 

I to 


ScRirruEE Rxadisg : Jolm sxi. i to 7 
“ CMdren,” said He. Tiie lOHgli na^gaton 

to tins Tvo-d of soft endearment, _ but ^eir ^ 

no flame of glad snrprise ; we might have esp- <- 3 

only Tesns wonld be likelp thus to speak. 

It was like mm to come after them when they ^ 

after Him, and to call them His chil&en 
ye any jooi?” He asked. Wherever disapla. tod the 

^£t Siem call to mind that He who “ decks 

pride, and stills the damonr of the raven’s nest, ^ 5„ 

£ ^dren the prayer, “ GtV. m 

and therefore is not likely to let them Siaire. 

this inquiry th^ only srid, “ No ” ; the short word of cro=., 

ehaU firJ.” It was the advice of One who is slow 

and whose precept nsnaliy implies a promise.; o^. n , 

years had shared their lowly lodging and their^ simp ^ , 

who wdl knew their wap ; of One whose in&mte gran 

not keep Him from interest in our commonest callings, . .1 

though “ the High ctA Lojty Or#,” is willing to direct ns 

our work, great or little. _ 

^ Chaeies STASFOim. 
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Day] 


FISHERMEN— NOT OF GALILEE 


Fishermen — Not oj Galilee 

They have toiled all the night, the long weary night, _ 
They have toiled all the night. Lord, and tahen nothing 
The heavens are as brass, and all flesh seems as grass, 
Death strikes ivith horror and life ivith loathing. 


Walk’st Thou by the waters, the dark silent waters. 
The fathomless waters that no line can plumb ? 
Art Thou Redeemer, or a mere schemer— 
Preaching a kingdom that cannot come ? 


Not a word say’st Thou ; no math betra/st Thou ; 

Scarcely delay’st Thou their terrors to luU ; 

On the shore standing, mutely commanding, 

“ Let dotvn your nets ! ’’—And they draw them up-full ! 


Tesus, Redeemer — only Redeemer . 

I, a poor dreamer, lay hold upon Thee : 

Thy will pursuing, though no end vieiving, 

But simply doing as Thou biddest me. 

Thoueh Thee I see not,— either light be not. 

Or Thou ivilt free not the scales from imne eyes, 

I ne’er gainsay Thee, but only obey Thee ; 

Obedience is better than saciifice. 

Though on my prison gleams no open vision, 

Walking Elysian by Galilee’s tide ^ 

Unseen, I feel Thee, and death mil reveal Thee . 

I shall wake in Thy likeness, sausfied. 

Dinah M. Muloch (Mrs. Craik). 


“IT IS 'IHE LORD” 


[Setekth 


“ li is the Lot^ 


5 > 


Jjnke 


SCMFIXIEE Readisg : Jolm 7 

■rrii. 28 to 30, and Revdation nx. 9 

Did von ever notice how this whole incident might he tamed, 

which may meet ns when we come thither f 

The morning is dawning, the grey nn- 

the lake is sun ; and yonder, standmg on the 
certain Hght, there is one dim figure, and one 
a sight of Him, and another casts himself into die ^ , 

the^ find a^ of coaLs and fish laid thereof 
cSst gathers them around ffis table, and they ah know ttia 

“ it is the Lord.” _ , , ^ —jne 

It is what the death of the Chnsuan man, ^ 
through life recognising C^t everywhere, ^7 g e 
the morning dawning, and the fimshed work, . ^ 

■ standing on the quiet beach, so that the 1^ ^^’^wrcmbling 
cold flood that yet separates us wffl not be ^en wiia 
reluctance; but, drawn to Him by ^ 

His face, and upheld by die power of His 
we shall struggle through the latest wave that p > 
scarcely fed its chill, nor know that we have crossed it, ^ 
falling at His feet, we see, undazded by the “'f 
vision of IBs face, that this is indeed hcavem And, 
back upon “ the sea that brought us thither,'’ we shall 
its waters flashing in the light of that everlasting mommg, 
hear diem breaking into music upon the eternal shore. 

And then, when all the weary night watch^ 
ocean of life are gathered together around IBm Who wat 
with them from His throne on the bordering mountains or 
eternity, where the day breaks for ever — ^then He will ^t 
at His table in His kingdom, and none will need to ask, o 
art Thou J ” or, “ \kTiere am I ! ” for all shall faow _t^t 
“it is the Lord,” and the full, perfect, unchangeable vision 
of BSs blessed face will be heaven ! 

AiECANDEa McLaeex. 
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BY THE LAKE OF TIBERIAS 


Dat] 


£y the Lake of Liberias 

All gre7 the dawn, and dim the morning light. 
When weary fishers, toiling on the lake, 

Saw One unknown, though on the shore in sight ; 
Nor did His wondrous words their knowledge wake. 
Then, watching love discerned the Christ adored. 
And John the Seer said : “ It is the Lori ! ” 

So would I watch at break of ev’ry day. 

With quiet heart, and with discerning love. 

To crave the vision of His face, and pray : 

“ Reveal Thyself, O Christ I lift me above 
All blinding doubt ! that I, tvith glad accord. 

May say with him of old : ‘ It is the Lord / ’ ” 

Then, at the last, when death’s dark' night is o’er. 
And on me dawns the day that hath no end, 

Lo ! One shall greet me on th’ eternal shore, — 

The King of life, my Saviour, and my Friend, — 

And faith, with insight clear, shall speak the word 
Of joy and peace untold : “ It is the Lord / ” 

Cartt Bonker. 
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WHILE I LIVE, I PRAY 


I know a little, land -locked bay 
For souls upon a stormy sea ; 

What light on all the hills around, 

What song of birds in every tree 1 

No billows roll, no rocks do rend. 

No wildly wrecking winds are there ; 

But tiny ripples whisper “ Peace! ” 

That little land-locked bay is Prayer. 

Edward Augustus Rand. 

Prayer was not meant for luxury, 

Or selfish pastime sweet ; 

It is the prostrate creature’s place 
At his Creator’s feet. 

F, W. Faber. 

Grant us to keep at least a prompt desire, 

Continual readiness for prayer and praise. 

An altar heaped and waiting to take fire 
With the least spark, and leap into a blaze. 

R. C. Trench. 

Lord 1 who art merciful as well as just. 

Incline Thine ear to me, a child of dust ! 

Not what I would, O Lord, I oSer Thee, 

Alas 1 but what I can. 

Father Almighty, who hast made me man. 

And bade me look to Heav’n, for Thou art there, 
Accept my sacrifice and humble prayer ; 

Four things which are not in Thy treasury, 

I lay before Thee, Ixird, with this petition — 

My nothingness, my wants, my sin, and my contrition. 

Robert Southey l/rom the Persian). 
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TVhai is Prayer P 

ScxirnjRE Readikg: Matthew vu/7 
M» in old ton had i.d«d cried camerfy tt &d n^to 
to pressure of to doubts and struggles of Me, bnt t^ 
not pray in to bill Christian significance ot _„5t be 

tot toy and to world were wrong and >1“' “ 

yet their thoughts concerning the ways of 

vrere dim and confused. ... , , ^ and to 

Christ came into the world to reveal what God , 
explain His plan. ... He revealed the mpten^ h^d 
driven men to prayer, such as disease, ’ and 

showed that God was ss-illing all gtmd to H*® “““ t^nd 
overcoming all evil— that the eternal love was shimng 
all the clouds of suScring and sorrow. nraver. 

Here, then, was a new revelation of the f 
Men were not to pray because they hoped “ 5^ J ^ ^ 
plan, but because God’s plan the wnsest Q^,.comc 

They were not to pray with the idea of induang God t - 

Idnd, but because He eeur Hud. In a word, because He tsas 
already so willing to give, they were to asL 

E. Luscombe Hunt.. 



“THOU MAINTAINEST MY LOT” 


Dat] 


“ ^hou maintainest my Lot ” 

Source of my life’s refreshing springs. 

Whose presence in my heart sustains me. 

Thy love appoints me pleasant things, 

Thy mercy orders all that pains me. 

If loving hearts were never lonely. 

If all they wish might always be, 

Accepting what they look for only, 

They might be glad, but not in Thee, 

Well may thy own beloved, who see 
In all their lot their Father’s pleasure. 

Bear loss of all they love, save Thee, 

Their living, everlasting treasure. 

Well may Thy happy children cease 
From restless vd^es prone to sin. 

And, in Thy own exceeding peace. 

Yield to Thy daily disdpline. 

We need as much the cross we bear, 

As air we breathe, as light we see ; 

It draws us to Thy side in prayer. 

It binds us to our strength in Thee. 

Anka L. Wakikc. 
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“PRAY WnHOUr CEASING” 


[Secokd 


C( 


' Pray without ceasing ” 

ScMPTurx Reading : Lute xviii. i to 8, and I The-a 
lonians t. 17 

li ro. -odd m the 



the lirst rule is, tnat you must teep rtraver. 

truth, and teep the channel o£ Divine influ^ce op j? ^ 

DiEerent modes of doing the same thing 
difierent people ; but, one tvay or another, the thing 

^°SnUct vdth the tvorld, convenation and 
diSerent minds in various states of opmion and 
newspapers, magazines, reviews— many of them pu 
most of them parti^y fate; business ’ |^other 

eidtement, social dissipation, — these and a the 

things in the doings and details of daily life may - in^g- 
light of truth, shade spiritual objects, pe^ert the ® ^ X 
ment, sophisticate the conscience, and thus 
for a fresh infusion of that element in which all Divine g* 
stand fuUy revealed. 


T. BiNsm-. 



Day] 


LIVE IN PRAYER 


Live in Prayer 

Prayer is the world-plant’s blossom, the bright flower, 

A higher purpose of the stem and leaves ; — 

Or call it the church spire, whose top receives 
Such lightning calm as comforts, not aggrieves. 

And with it brings the fructifying shower. 

Prayer is the hand that catcheth hold on peace ; — 

Nay, ’tis the very heart of nobleness 
Whose pulses are the measure of the stress 
Wherewith He doth us, we do Him, possess : 

If these should fail, all our true life would cease. 

Who live in prayer a friend shall never miss ; 

If we should slip, a timely staff and land 
Placed in our grasp by hands unseen shall find ; 

Sometimes upon out foreheads a soft Kss 
And arms cast round us gently from behind. 

Henry S. Sutton. 
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“UNTO THEE DO I LIFT UP MY SOUL {TEitn 


« Unto Thee do I lift uf my Soul 




ScKiPTU?x Reading: Psalm Ixcm. i to li ^ 

Prarer is aW the most elevated state of thought 
of -whicli tie mind is susceptible, reaching higher 
imagination of the poet when his epe is most exat - , 

fan4 Utes its wildest Sights; embracing more tnan me 

capadons thoughts of the philosopher, at Ae time when he ms 
got the glimpse of some bright discoverp 3°^ 
sun, above the hoikon, and throwing a flood of hght o j 

before wrapt in twilight obscnritp. 

How ran the whole soul be so noblp or profitablp e P^ 
as in holding communion with its Maker ? There is im a 
of the mind which is not engaged in praper, except it 
baser and more deprared ones of our nature. „pTf 

Here is reverential awe stripped of all the tis^cnKS o - 
fear ; here is hope, not the mere hope of carthlp 
the favour of God, which, when enjoped, is the fufles -*• 
Here is faith, feehag itself firm and immovable in that 
on whom it rests ; and here is love, kindled at the r.g 
everlasting love. 

^ James M’Cosh. 



Day] 


PRAYER 


Prayer 

Prayer the Ckvircii’s banquet, Angel’s age, 

God’s breath in man returning to his birth, 

The soul in paraphrase, heart in pilgrimage. 

The Christian plummet sounding heaven and earth ; 

Engine against th’ Almightie, sinners towre. 

Reversed thunder, Christ side-piercing spear. 

The sis-daies world transposing in an houre, 

A kind of tune, which all things heare and fear ; 

Softnesse, and peace, and joy and love, and blisse. 
Exalted Manna, gladnesse of the best. 

Heaven in ordinarie, man well drest, 

The milkie way, the bird of Paradise ; 

Church-bels beyond the starres heard, the soul’s blond. 
The land of spices ; something miersiooi. 

George Herbert. 
(1593-1632), 


CONVERSE wrm GOD 


[EotJKTH 


Converse with God 

ScFJPTCRi: Rtadisc: Psalra cxlia 
Prayer is not only reqnest made to God, bat cxiaverse 
■witi. Him. It is the expression of desire to Him so as to parify 
it, of parpose so as to steady it, of bope so as to brighten 
It is the bringing of one^s heart into the sanshine, so '^t, 
lihe a plant, its invrard life may thrire fox an oatward^deTclop- 
ment. It is the plea of one’s better self against one’s wearer 
self. It atters dependence so that it may obtain confidence- 
It is a hamble and lererent talking with God. ^ ^ 

expression and the exerdse of love for all that is good and trae. 
It is a wrestle with eril in the presence of sapreme goodness. 
It is the ascent of the seal above time, into the freedom o*. 
eternity. 

In prayer the aSections expand, the spiritual becomes more 
real, the actual less terrible or seductive. The weakness of 
man allies itself with the power of God, man’s penitence with 
God’s holiness, his desire with Divine love, his finite state of 
want and woe with God’s infinite and eternal “ fullness of 
joy.” 

Thomas T. Ltkce. 


“ The Lord is the Portion oj mine Inheritance 

Though some good thingi of lotvcx tvorth 
.'ly heart is caSed ca to resign. 

Of all the gifts in lieaven and earth. 

The best, the very best is mine. 

15s 


Dat] “ THE PORTION- OF MINE INHERITANCE ” 


The love of God in Christ made known — 

The love that is enough alone, 

My Father’s love, is all my own. 

My soul’s Restorer, let me learn 
In that deep love to live and rest • 

Let me the precious thing discern 
Of which I am indeed possessed ; 

My treasure let me feel and see, 

And let my moments as they flee 
Unfold my endless life in Thee. 

Let me not dwell so much within 
My bounded heart, with anxious heed ; 

Where all my searches meet with sin. 

And nothing satisfies my need ; 

It shuts me from the sound and sight 
Of that pure world of life and light 
Which has no breadth, or length, or height. 

Let me Thy power, Thy beauty see ; 

So shall my rain aspirings cease. 

And my free heart shall follow Thee 
Through paths of everlasting peace. 

My strength Thy gift — ^my life Thy care, 

I shall forget to seek elsewhere 
The Joy to which my soul is heir. 

I was not called to walk alone. 

To clothe myself with love and h’ght ; 

And for Thy glory, not my own. 

My soul is precious in Thy sight. 

My evil heart can never be 
A home, a heritage for me — 

But Thou canst make it fit for Thee. 

Auna L. Waring. 
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PRAYER AND POV,"ER 


[Fettk 


Prayer and Pouier 

ScTJ Fit i g x Reading : Pfalm cixx. and irii. 14 to 21 

What lasdng religions influence ever sprang from pmferle^ 
regions r Our Lord Himself lived in tliat iiolj commumon witn 
the Father tvhich is the essence of prajer. “ On the lone 
mountain side, before the moming^s light,” He drety from 
secret fellotvship strength for the dap. He taught His dfrciplK 
to pray, and linted povrer and prayer together. “ This kind 
goeth not oat, but by prayer and fasting.” 

And ever since power and prayer have gone together. ^ AU 
the great revivals and the most fruitful ministries have lived 
and moved in an atmosphere of prayer. 

There is in every heart a profound sense of need. 

“ AH night,” said a Hindoo Saivite woman to a missionary, 
“ when the household is sleeping, I go alone to an upper room, 
and stretch out my hands to the God of all, and cry with a 
long loud cry.” 

Genuine prayer is the call of this deep to the deep of God’s 
love. No man begins to pray, or continues to pray, unless his 
soul hungers for the Eternal. Out of the conviction of inmost 
deSlemcnt, of frailty and ignorance, the cry uprises : 

“ I am an emptiness for Thee to fid. 

My soul a cavern for Thy sea. ... 

I have done nought for Thee, am but a Want." 

FaANK Johnson. 
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Day] 


THE PRAYER 


7 he Prayer 

Wilt Thou not Hsit me ? 

The plant beside me feels Thy gentle dew, 

And every blade of grass I see 
From Thy deep earth its quickening moisture drew. 

TOlt Thou not visit me ? 

Thy morning calls on me with cheering tone 
And every hill and tree 
Lend but one voice — the voice of Thee alone. 

Come, for I need Thy love. 

More than the flower the dew or grass the rain ; 

Come, gently as Thy holy dove ; 

And let me in Thy sight rejoice to live again. 

I will not hide from them 

When Tliy storms come, though fierce may be their wrath, 
But bow with leafy stem. 

And strengthened follow on Thy chosen path. 

Yes, Thou wilt visit me : 

Nor plant nor tree Thine eye delights so well. 

As, when from sin set free, 

My spirit loves wth Thine in peace to dwell. 

Jones Very. 
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THE “POVi'ER-ROOM” 


[Sixth 


The Pouser-room^^ 

ScEiPTTJEE Rzadikc: Psalm xxriv. I to lo 
As the povrer-room of the null, though the quietest, is th- 
most necessary, so the seasons of the soul’s re^ement an 
communion vrith its Redeemer are the times of richest , 
and blessing. Private devotion is the measure of faith, an 
the measure of spiritual power as welL He who would gtotv 
grace and in the knowledge of God must make a fight for leisure 
to pray. 

To undentand the need for prayer only in a spccnlaQxe 
way meets no religious need. He who wishes a demons^ation 
of the changes that may be accomplished by prayer will o y 
get it svhen he has himself learned to pray. 

Such changes are the secrets of those that hunger fw the 
living God. It is not an uncommon experience to kneel beioie 
God with a feeling of utter misery. A sob is the only language 
left the suppliant. 

But, while in the secret place, there has distilled npon hiin 
comfort and assurance, like dew falling from the night spaces 
upon the wildemess. Rest is found in the Lord when the som 
waits upon Him, and a miracle of healing is achieved, though 
its only proof to others is the certainty of strength renewed. 

FkAHK JOHHSOIf. 


Dav] 


STRENGTH IN PRAYER 


Strength in Prayer 

Lord, what a change within us one short hour 
Spent in Thp presence will prevail to make ; 

What heavy burdens from our bosoms take, 

What parched grounds refresh, as with a shower 1 
We kneel, and all around us seems to lower ; 

We rise, and all, the distant and the near. 

Stand forth in sunny outline, brave and clear ; 

We kneel, how weak ! we rise, how full of power ! 
Why, therefore, should wc do ourselves the wrong. 

Or others, that we are not always strong, 

That we are ever overborne by care, 

That we should ever weak or heartless be, 

Ansdous or troubled, — when with us is prayer. 

And joy and strength and courage are with Thee ? 

R. C. Trench. 
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WORK. BECOIS'IES PRAYER 


[Seventh 


When Work becomes Prayer 

ScRiFTTOE Re.\dinc : Philippians u. 12 to l 8 

If tEou tell me tEat many times 
tie wEole dap, to renew thy resignation : I ^ | 

seem to thee that thou art diverted from it 
daily occupations of thy vocation, as studying, 
eating, drinking, doing business, and the l^e, thou ar 
for the one destroys not the other, nor by so doing " 
neglect to do the of God, nor to ptoce^'l P ^ ' 

These occupations are not contrary to His Will, ^ 

to thy resignation : it being certain that God woul tc 
to eat, study, take pains, do business, and so o*'- j 

perform these exercises, wluch are conformed to xlis i 
Pleasure, thou departest not out of His Presence, nor o 

own resignation. „fr +n be 

A iust man leaves not o5 to pray unless he Haves , • _ 
just. He always prajT who always does well. _Yhe goo 
is prayer, and if the desire be continued so also is the pray 

Miguei. Mousos. 
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Day] 


BENEDICTION 


Benediction 

Father of Spirits ! Thine all secrets be. 

I bless Thee for the h’ght Thou hast revealed 
And that Thou hidcst. Part of me I see, 

And part of me Thy tvisdom hath concealed. 
Till the new life divulge it. Lord, imbue me 
With tvill to work in this diurnal sphere, 
Knotving myself my life’s day-labourer here. 
Where evening brings the day’s work wages to me. 

I work my work. All its results are Thine. 

I know the loyal deed becomes a fact 
Which Thou wilt de.il with : nor tvill I repine 
Altho’ I miss the value of the act. 

Thou carest for the creatures : and the end 
Thou seest. The world unto Thy hands I leave 
And to Thy hands my life. I tviU not grieve 
Because I know not all Thou dost intend. 

But teach me, O Omnipotent, since strife, 

Sorrow, and pain are but occurrences 
Of that condition through which flows my life. 

Not part of me, the immortal, whom distress 
Cannot retain, to vex not thought for these : 

But to be patient, bear, forbear, restrain 
And bold my spirit pure above my pain. 

No star, that looks thro’ life’s dark lattices. 

But what gives token of a world elsewhere. 

I bless Thee for the loss of all things here 
Which proves the gain to be ; the hand of Care 
That shades the eyes from Earth and beckons near 
The rest which sweetens all : the shade Time throws 
On Love’s pale countenance, that he may gaze 
Across Eternity for better days 
Unblinded and the wisdom of ail woes. 

The Earl of Lytton (Owen Meredith) 
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.GI\Ti ]\n'SELF TO PIL-WER” 


“ 1 give myself to Prayer ” 

I give jnpcH to prayer ; 

Lord, give Tlij-relf to me, 

And let the lime of my request 
Thy time of answer be. 

My thoughts arc liiic the reeds, 

And tremble as they gross', 

In the sad current of a life 
That darkly runs and slow. 

The loud distressful cry 
With svhich 1 call on Thee, 

Shall ss-akc me. Lord, to find that Thou 
Canst give me liberty. 

Freshen the air ssith tsind, 

Oarafort my heart wiili song : 

Let thoughts be lilies pure, and life 
A river bright and strong. 

Save me from subtle Death, 

Who, serpent-like, by fear 
Palsies me for escape, yet draws 
His trembling victim near. 

1 give myself to prayer ; 

Lord, give Thyself to me ; 

And in the time of my distress 
O, haste and succour me. 

Then be my heart, my world. 
Re-hallowed unto Thee, 

And Thy pervading glory, Lord, 

O, let me feel and see. 


i6o 


Thomas T. Lyhch. 


I-WILL PRAISE TliEE” 


, . Be mute who will, who can, 

Yct I will praise Thee irith impassioned voice : 

My lips, that may forget Tlico In the cro\vd, 
Cannot forget Thee here, where Tliou hast built. 
For Tliy own glory, in the wilderness 1 

WiLUAM Wordsworth, 

I sing because I love thee, Lord, 

For simple Joy of heart 
That in a world that lives by love 
1 have my little part ; 

The tide that bears my life along 
Moves to an everlasting song. 

I sing because I know thee, Lord, 

When any thing I Imow ; 

Thy presence lights the opening paths 
Before me, as I go, 

/tna' aiY file wa)-s f ever trou' 

Have brought me home, at last, to God. 

I sing because I serve thee. Lord ; 

E’en when my was'ering will 
Forgets the unforgetting Law 
1 need; must serve Thee still ; 

Kot as a slave, but as a son, 

My soul would say, “ Thy will bo done.” 

1 sing because I tnist thee, Lord, 

Amid the marc of things ; 

My soul has nested in Thy peace. 

And in Thy storm it sings ; 

While all around me, taught of Thee, 

Thy singers make sweet harmony. 

W. G. Tarrakt. 



Day] 


THE GRACE OF JOY 


The Grace of Joy 

Consider it 

(This outer world wc tread on) as a harp — 

A gracious instrument on whose fair strings 
We learn those airs we shall be set to play 
WTien mortal hours are ended. Let tlie wings, 
Man, of thy spirit move on it as wind. 

And draw forth mclod}'. Why should’st thou yet 
Lie grovelling ? hfore is won than e’er was lost 
Inherit. Let tliy days be to thy night 
A teller of good tidings. Let thy praise 
Go up as birds go up that, when they wake. 

Shake off the dew and so.ir. 

So take joy home. 

And make a place in thy great heart for her, 

And give her time to grow, and cherish her j 
Then svill she come, and oft will sing to tlicc. 

When thou art working in the furrows ; aye. 

Or weeding in the sacred hour of dawn. 

It is a comely fashion to be glad — 

Toy is the grace wc say to God. 

’ Art tired ? 

There is a rest remaining. Hast thou sinned f 
There is a Sacrifice. Lift up thy head ; 

The lovely world, and the over-world alike. 

Ring with a song cterne, a happy rede, 

“ Thy Father Loves Thee.” 

Jean Ingelow. 


J63 


<lh£ Joyful Servant 

mippur^ iU- i, 45 ^ 

lonsins V. lo to 19 

“ Rcioi«.” It is a \vord to inspirit (Jars 

to hugi tbe hugb, not o; the frivolous, but o. the h PF 7 - 
h a gUd religion, and I want pou to be ^ tj,e rate 

1 want jou to rejoice for the sate o. .. , ' v ’ of roat 
of the Church, for the lakeof your Sanour, for th --^t 
ovm being ; but more «i'CGaUy wU 1 ^ ^ and 

of that work of yours which has reference to huma 

Divine glory. , . , t rbild i« a better 

la grace, a.s in nature, the rule is .. .5^5^, better, 

child than an unhappy one. A soul fn.l 1 ^ \^ttex. Oi 
preaches better, prays better, ■' ‘ciost dcHght 

course, you are most cSccUvc in doing \.ha } 

'you sUEbt = ».!» lilo fu. but 

important, it is a truism, you alUlic more nc^ 

mered on to your attention. Tins is wh;^ L,' J’ -,jb better. 

risen Saviour, and rejoice, in order that you my* 

Chxslijcs Sta-nto.j>. 
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Day] 


HYMN OF JOY 


Hymn of Joy 

Joyful, joyful, we adore Thee, 

God of glory, Lord of love ; 

Hearts unfold like flowers before Thee, 
Praising Thee, their sun, above. 

Melt the clouds of sin and sadness ; 

Drive the dark of doubt away ; 

Giver of immortal gladness. 

Fill us with the light of day ! 

All Thy works with joy surround Thee, 

Earth and heaven reflect Thy rays, 

Stars and angels sing around Thee, 

Centre of unbroken praise : 

Field and forest, vale and mountain. 

Blooming meadow, billowing sea. 

Chanting bird and flowing fountain, 

Call us to rejoice in Thee. 

Thou art giving and forgiving, 

Ever blessing, ever blest, 

Well-spring of the joy of living, 

Ocean depth of happy rest. 

Thou our Father, Cluist our Brother, — 

All who live in love are Thine : 

Teach us how to love each other. 

Lift us to the Joy Divine. 

Mortals, join the mighty chorus, 

Which the morning stars began ; 

Father-love is reigning o’er us. 

Brother-love binds man to man. 

Ever singing, march we onward, 

, Victors in the midst of strife j 
Joyful music lifts us sunward 
In the triumph song of life. 

Henry Van Dyke. 
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JOY SPRINGING FROM LOVE 


[Tuird 


Joy springing from Love 


ScRirTURt Rcadtwc ; i Pet« 5. 1 to i- 

Wl..t cJl It i The ^t oS too-., tte =»_j 

of 8ced!. the sap of saps, the juscc of picc. ^ 

last. When I have love, I have everything ; w itliou. 
notliing. I.OVC is all faith, all liopc. 

She is the mother and nurse of .all the graces, q^qous 

Joy. What is joy ? Love awatc and alive, fully 

of herself. . . i-.-t If 

If love be the heart’s first beat, )oy is its count 
love be the outflow of the heart, joy is the inflow , 

back of the loving heart. hcichtcncd 

The rise of temperature which love brings, t S 

bcing-the cfTcrvcscencc— that is joy. ^ Barbour. 


Day] “IN THY PRESENCE IS, FULLNESS OF JOY” 


“ In Thy Presence is Fullness of Joy ” 

Thou hast given me a heart to desire, 

Thou hast given me a soul to aspire, 

A spirit to question and plead ; 

I ask not what Thou hast decreed ; 

I think but of love and of need ; 

Thou art rich, Thou art Hnd, Thou art free ; 
What joy shall be failing to me 
Whom Thou lovcst i Thy smile and Thy kiss 
Can give me back all that I miss ; 

In Thy presence is fullness of bliss ; 

I ask not its nature ! I know 
It is life, it is youth, it is love ; 

It is all that is wanting below, 

It is all that is waiting above. 

Is it peace that I crave ? is it rest ? 

Is it love that would bless and be blest ? 

All, all that Thou takest away. 

Thou can’st give me again, in a day, 

In an hour, in a moment ! Thy hand 

Is full, and I open my breast 

For the flower of my soul to expand. 

Dora Greenwell. 




THANKSGim’G 


[Fourth 


thanksgiving 

ScF.JTTCRE Reabjkc : Ptilni Irn* 

From the realm of nature let me learn to pmise G^. 
ihc ecTih shsll iccriHp 7hf, :arr the pralmlsu And ^ 
docs : the snow-capped mountains, the tossing tesit> 
fields of harvest, the thom-buihcs in the svildern^, the “ 
by mossy stones. In such a cliorus and concert c. than gi > g 
it svill be surprising and sinful if my voice remains „ 

From the events of history let roc leam to praise tjo . 
turned the sta into dry land, the psalmist remembers ; t^rf 
ibreugh tie flood or. fed. And His marvellous 
deliverances are as conspicuous in the annals of Ilntain ^ 
those of Israel. It is not tecular history ; it is 
sec His presence and trace His steps, and thank Him or 


svonderfnl svorks. 


God. 


From the discipline of sorrow let me leam to praue ^ 
We Kent through flre and through vater, the i 

but Thou breughtesi us out into a Kealiky place. It is v.iia 
always intends by His chastening!. In themselves they are 
joyous, but grievous ; yet they arc meant and fitted to p 
peaceable fruit of righteousness. 1 should profit by them, a - 
adore Him for them. . ^ , 

From the harvests of prayer let roc leam to ‘ 

Blessed he God, cries the psalmist, Khieb hath not 
my prayer, nor His mercy from me. This seeking arid finoin^ 
tlus kneeling in weakness and rising in strength, this , 

putting of my Lord to the test, and discovering how able 
willing He is to succour : what rich reasons for gratitude are 
here ! 

Therefore I will sing forth the glory of His name. 

Al-EIAltnER Smeu-ie. 


A THANKSGIVING 


Day] 


A Thanksgiving 

Lord, in this dust Thy sovereign voice 
First quicken’d love divine ; 

I am all Thine — Thy care and choice, 

My very praise is Thine. 

I praise Thee, while Thy providence 
In childhood frail I trace. 

For blessings given, ere dawning sense 
Could seek or scan Thy grace ; 

Blessings in boyhood’s marvelling hour, 

Bright dreams, and fancyings strange ; 

Blessings, when reason’s atrful power 
Gave thought a bolder range ; 

Blessings of friends, which to my door 
Unask’d, unhoped, have come ; 

And, choicer still, a countless store 
Of eager smiles at home. 

Yet, Lord, in memory’s fondest place 
I shrine those seasons sad, 

Wlien, looldng up, I saw Thy face 
In kind austcreness clad. 

I would not miss one sigh or tear. 

Heart-pang, or throbbing brow ; 

Sweet was the chastisement severe. 

And sweet its memory notv. 

Yes ! let the fragrant scars abide. 

Love-tokens in Thy stead. 

Faint shadows of the spear-pierced side 
And thorn-encompass’d head. 

John Henry Newjian. 



Day] my HYMN OF THANKFULNESS 


My Hyvin of Thankfulness 

I bring my hymn of thankfulness 
To Thee, dear Lord, to-day • 

Though not for joys Thy name I bless, 

And not for gifts I pray. 

The griefs that know not man’s redress 
Before Thy feet I lay. 

Master ! I thank Thee for the sin 
That taught mine eyes to see 
What depths of loving lie within 
The heart that broke for me ; 

What patience human want can win 
From God’s divinity. 

I thank Thee for the blank despair, 

When friend and love forsake, 

Tiiat taught me how Thy cross to bear, 

IWio bore it for my sake. 

And showed my lonely soul a prayer 
That from Thy lips I take, 

I thank Thee for the life of grief 
I share with all below, 

Wherein I learn the sure relief 
My brother’s heart to know. 

And in the wisdom taught of pain 
To soothe and share his woe. 

What fullness of my earthly store 
What shine of harvest sun. 

What ointment on Thy feet to pour. 

What honoured race to run. 

What joyful song of thankfulness, 

Here ended or begun, 

Shall mate svith mine, who learn so late 
To know Thy will is done f 

Rose Terry Cooke. 






CONSTANT ATERCT—CONSTANT RRAISE [Srmi 


Constant Mercy — Constant Praise 

ScnimntE Readikc : Lamentations in. 22 33 

N/v! eviry ir.ontinf; tlie Lord’s compaidons 
goodness is manifold. He plans something P ' j.gpgjt 
each sunrise. He never allows one : ^{jerent 

that which preceded it. He subjects me to a disap 
from any I experienced before, or, He enriches me j^gj-les 
such as I never enjcr/cd before. Life is filled with = •pjjjal. 

for tliose who have eyes to see them. It n end cs j 
Faultless wisdom, untiring faithfulness, perfect lot , p 
over the history of His children. _ TTi<-n I am 

Ntta every r-.orr.ir.g God’s compassions arc. oje 

strangely blind and thanble-s. I have never tahen p ^ .Qfjd 
of His increasing kindlinesses. I ought to go throug 
seeing visions and dreaming dreams. About cvciy s^ 
bear Jacob’s witness, “ ^This is the house cj God, an cimf times 
Heaven." Aye, and where has been my gratitude „pjj(,cr 
He sends me a messenger of mirth, and sometimes a - _ 

of mourning ; but His love comes with both, and o 
should have given thanks. _ 

A’«o every noming His compassions are. Then ^ , 

should be a shrine of hope. The love of God for c 
and for the world is not wearied yet, and it never . 

past and the present have enjoyed no monopoly Oj. His p j 
He fainteth not. And am I harassed by anxieties, or ^otm 
by spiritual doubts and fears, or inclined to despair ^ 
am the chief of sinners ? Ah, but His mercies “ aye endure, 
faithful, ever sure.” To-day He waits to bless even me. 

Alecander SMEi.i.m. 
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Day] 


ALLELUIA 


Alleluia 

For the lovehness of dawa upon the sleeping sea, 

For the vapours spun of mist of pearl, where great lights be, 
Alleluia. 

For the winding roads that lead up through the fields of air. 
Whither angels that have kept their watches homeward fare, 
Alleluia. 

' For the -wonder of the waking world, her silences, 

For the magic of her moving colours’ gentleness. 

Alleluia. 

For the love that, lest our faith and hope was faint and cold, 
Opens morn and eve a vision of the City of Gold, 

AUelnia. 

Of what sort must be Thy country ? Oh to think that we 
Have a portion in a beauty passing earth, air, sea ! 

Alleluia. 

Amy Wilson Carmichael. 
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THE LIFE OF- PRAISE 


[SrrEKTH 


‘Ihe Life of Praise 

ScF.tnmE Seed Thought; EpFe^ians v. 19 and 20 

» 1 Ih^s tie Lord:’ “ I ’ 

His praise shall continually be in my jjis 

“O give tlianis unto the Lord, for He is ^ , 'tq ^ jay 
Sd»cU. for ever. Lcr *=^"^7 ; 

ro, in. Hr h.rl. redrrmrf from thr ha.d of for » 7 

therefore tviil I offer in His tabernacle saenfice^f joy^^^ 

» Give thanis unto the Lord, upon m 
tnovm His deeds among the pe^le. ^ing Glory 

pto 00.0 Him, rdl ro of 

ye in His Holy Name : let the heart of . and 

the Lord. My month shall speak the praise Oo 
let all flesh bless His Holy Name for ever and cv^. 

the Lord: fear not, for I have throush 

^ee by thy name ; thou art mine, ^en thon P - 
the vraters, I tvill be vrith thee ; and ^ough > . 

shall not ^erfloiv thee: for I am the Lord thy God, the woiy 

One of Israel, thy Saviour.” are 

“ Thou art near, O Lord, and aU Thy 
truth. Thou knovrest my dovrasittmg JL.‘„est 

Thou understandest my thought afar off. . %"niy 

my path and my lying down, and art aetjuamt 

^ For Thou will light my candle : the Lord my God will 
enlighten my darkness.” 



Day] 


THE MELODY IN THE HEAR: 


^he Melody in the Heart 

What room is there for troubled fear ? 

I know my Lord, and He is near ; 

And He will light my candle, so 
That I may see the way to go — 

O Love, O Light, I sing to Thee, 

And in my heart make melody. 

There need be no bervilderment 
To one who goes where he is sent ; 

The trackless plain by night and day 
Is set rvith signs, lest he should stray : 

O Love, O Light, I sing to Thee, 

And in my heart make melody. 

My path may cross the lonely sea. 

But that need never frighten me ; 

Or rivers full to very brim. 

But they are open ways to Him : 

O Love, O Light, I sing to Thee, 

And in my heart make melody. 

My path may lead through woods at night. 
Where neither moon nor any light 
Of guiding star or beacon shines ; 

He will not let me miss my signs : 

0 Love, 0 Light, I sing to Thee, 

And in my heart make melody. 

Lord, grant to me a quiet mind, . 

That trusting Thee, for Thou art kind, 

1 may go on tvithout a fear. 

Tor Thou, my Lord, art always near : 

O Love, O Light, I sing to liiee. 

And in my heart make melody. 

Amy Wilson Cakmichael. 
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A SOXG OF PRAISE 


A Song of Praise 

ThoTi vrast, O God : and Thou vrast blest ' 

Before the vrodd begun ; 

Of Thine Eternity possKt 
Before Time’s glass did ran. 

Thera needest none Thf praise to sing. 

As if Thv joy could fade. 

Cotdd’st Thou have needed anTthing, 

Thou conld’st have nothing made. 

Great and good God, it pleased Thee 
_ Thy Godhead to declare ; 

And vrhat Thy goodness did decree 
Thy greatness did prepare ; 

Thou spalfst, and heaven and earth appeared 
And answered to Thy call ; 

As if their Alaier’s voice they heard. 

Which is the creature’s all 

To whom. Lord, should I sing but Thee, 

The Maker of my tongue ! 

Lo ! other lords would seke on me,— 

But I to Thee belong. 

As waters haste unto their sea. 

And earth unto its earth. 

So let my soul returu to Thee 
From whom it had its birth. 

But ah ! Tm fallen in the night. 

And cannot come to Thee ; 

Yet speak the word. Let there be Light, 

It shall enlighten me : 

And let Thy word, most mighty Lord, 

Thy fallen creatures raise. 

So make me o’er again, and I 
Shall sing my hlakers praise. 

]oHi; ISIasok {iSgSj. 



LIFE 


DAY BY DAY 


Oh ! hO'iV much lighlhcr can the spirit leap 
A moment to the summit's daiding vray 
Than on the lower level steadfast keep 
Her foothold day by day. 

DoRoniv pRANcrs Gurnev. 

Christ calls, hut does not ahoays call a'-oay 

To one calls Christ. '* Quit boat and bay, 
And white-halr’d Zebedee " : 

To most the word is harder : " Stay, 

And c.i5t thy nets for Me.” 

Frederick Lwcbridce. 

The Golden Cord 
Through every minute of this day. 

Be with me. Lord. 1 
Through every day of all this week. 

Bo with me. Lord 1 
Through every week of all this year. 

Bo srith me. Lord 1 
Through all the years of all this life, 

Be with me. Lord I 
So sh.all the days and weeks and years 
Be threaded on a golden cord, 

And all draw on with su-eet accord 
Unto Thy fullness, Lord, 

That so, when time is past, 

By Grace, I may at List, 

Be svith Thee, Lord. 

John O.xcnkam. 


177 



NOURISmiENT OF THE SOUL 


(Tikst 


Nourishment of the Soul 

Sc,n™a Rx*..»»= Iota 3? “ 34 ^ 

ThcNewTesumetitkiimiSDOtliiiigalioo^™ ^^cits of 

txnih. It abEors abstractions, as from be- 

ihingsi its terms, therefore, are alwa^ mn 
beginning to end, the religion^ Ihich is ihi organic 

cSst is strictiy substantive, "ne rad ^ . iheNras 

development of^ the One Absoluuly Living Substance, 

Nature of believers. „ {s of 

As is the man, such must be his bread. hic&i 

tie earth, earthy ^ of earth, and for 

which cometh forth out of the ea^ i finallr for the 

theeartii; first, for the bring ^-thy body aod feaUy 
dead earth once more, when the body „ . ^nd all 

“ earth to earth.” It is “ the bread ■ ^dnction 

who lire thereby perish. It is the bread of death, 

from » True Bread,” which is Living Bre^d. ^ 

« The Bread of God ” is as full of ^ lead. 

earth is full of earth. “ The Bread of ^d is 
As it is written, “ Man liveth by that M ^Jan, 

mouth of GodN The world, and aU things 

subsistby the mediation of the sun. Gr^s, and , ’ ty 

and all features, live not by the earth don^ ^f,lSS^es ; 
solar heat and light. The sun is essential brrad to ^orld. 
and is ever and ever coming down to give loie tm Cnjjits 
But immortal spirits want a very iMerent Bread, bpin ^ 
want Spirit-bread. If the fallen spirits of suirit- 

becomc Divine-natured spirits, thqr must not omy 
bread, but Divine Spirit-Bread. " Tour fathers i J, 

,•« the icilderr.ess, and are dead. BuV’ ^ 

“ cometh down from heaven, that a man may eat er j, 

not died' „ 

JOHK PonSFORD. 
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Day] 


DAY h 


^ UiXX 


by 

“ Give us this day our daily bread,” 

The force to toil, the strength to bear ; 

By Thee the day-long march is led. 

Thy hand the manna will prepare. 

“ Give us this day our daily bread,” 

Thyself to be our portion give ; 

That food of which the Saviour said, 

“ The man that eateth it shall live.” 

To Thee have passed our yesterdays. 

Our morrows still are out of sight. 

And all our service, all Thy praise. 

Lie here between the dawn and night. 

Our hearts are weak, the years are long. 

We muld not bear the whole of life,: 

God has not made our harness strong 
For more than one day’s watch and strife. 

Our daily bread thus give us. Lord, 

And teach us not to gather more : 

Poor are we in our narrow hoard, 

Rich only nourished from Thy store. 

Lucy F. MAssEy. 
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THE FIRST miOUGHT 


[SrcoKO 


fhs First thought 

ScpJTTVtt Re-wikc: Mnt. vL =4- 31 ^ 

.he »or.»g .< Hre 1 »o»ia 

fe, .« Fo-ty - f f 5:”'.S S S wfspM., 

Thu^ t<^! f 4l 

benefactor compared wjda ‘^God is foprcmc. 

sre a remembrance of the tvorld m , „^;ilgpprotc 
And in ibis v,-ay my life vnll be a unity ; so .ba . age tr * F 
of youth, and death v.ill complete the H-cdom and 

At the outset of each day I tvould avd 

righteousness. To go apart and speak vn mreli 

forth to the tasks of home and business, to pjo^v- 

ot »l=t I =,« .0 Chiit. .0 .«l . frc=> “,oJ 

Ghost before I encounter the temptations and t ^ ^ 

the v.-eaTinesses of the v.-orld ; oh, what a ^ |pe U 

bulwark and defence! what a support ’ day, 

Ukely to demean Hmsclf graaousiy, and ^ ^on- 

who has inaugurated it with sucJi communion and - 

sccration. tr»V God’s 

In preference to all other aims and ends I s ' h^vful, 

Hngdom and righteousness. Many tlrings in « and 

many arocations praiseworthy •, and I have t i-^jcd and 

to serve my fellows in a multitude of ways ; n p 
starved and asceric career is mapped 

to he my polesur — God, God’s Son, God s tvi h , ^y. 

To Him I am always to return. His approval is 
reward. His service is to be my freedom and joy. 

First, first in every possible mode, I would seek 

Ar-EXAunra SMEttm- 


iSo 



Dat] 


COME TO ME, LORD 


Come to me. Lord 

Come to me, Lord, when first I wake, 

As the faint fights of morning break ; 

Bid purest thoughts within me rise, 

Like crystal dewdrops, to the skies. 

Come to me in the sultry noon ; 

Or earth’s low communings will soon 
Of Thy dear face eclipse Ae light. 

And change my fairest day to night. 

Come to me in the evening shade ; 

And if my heart from Thee have strayed. 

Oh ! bring it back, and from afar 
Smile on me like Thine evening star. 

Come to me in the midnight hour ; 

When sleep mthholds her hahny power. 

Let my lone spirit find its rest. 

Like John, upon my Saviour’s breast. 

Come to me through life’s varied way ; 

And when its pulses cease to play. 

Then, Saviour, bid me come to 'Thee, 

That where Thou art Thy child may be. 

H. V. Teb5S. 


DAILY MANNA 


[Third 


Daily Manna 

Scripture Readikc: Exodus xn. ii 
Tte daar b«.d k gift of God r “™c=, 

,od 0.0.1, .nd I lloold "r" i Sttt B.it.- 

There may not be about its bestowal th . but be- 

culousness wMch marked the the mffler, 

hind the loaf and the grain, above ^h^^ tHng 

the Father of hghts stands unseen. It wouia n ' ^ 

Z Him .0 spol my hatvesu »d » i” 

to Him I owe. Apart from Him I must go a Sg j 

rap. And do I praise Him for his largess ^ \loming by 

d«ly btLd i. 



encouraged to hoard up provision against ^ 

would prove me, by keeping me a P - never can be 

charity, and a continual guest at His table. I 
„lf. 5 =ed. I .hoold .mroely b. of 
Thomas Browne writes, who _ ov^-rule th ^ „ j 

their own mihtia contend with the host of heaven, 
taught to ding, to trust, to wail^ to duldren 

The drily bread is a parable of sacred jome- 

of Israel xvist net what the m^a was ^herc ^id 
thing unearthly. When I sit at table, a . ' Bread 

opened into a Liner world. I should see Him 
of my spirit, and who gives the Water of an 

Him, too, I must seek and find every mormng. ^ a 

on the pace of yesterday. I must we^me ^ g ^j, 

new sancrity, a Lw strength, to foil the world 

and the de^. With each snnrising mine ought to be a fuU 

Christ. SMTLtiE. 


Sustenance by the Hour 

Give us onr bread to-day — 

We trust Thee for to-morrow ; 
We do not sed; to tell the way 
Through paths of coining sorrow ; 
182 



Dat] 


SUSTENANCE BY THE HOUR 


We know, wBen these draw near, 

The wall that bats onr view 
, Shall open in a gateway clear, 

And we shall enter trough. 

Give Us our bread to-day — 

We live but by the hour ; 

The future hath its hidden ray, 

And shall reveal its power : < 

We ask for present Hght 
To lift the pressing load, 

To help us o’er the steps of sight 
Into faith’s unseen road. 

Give us our bread to-day — 

We ask not from our Father 
Manna in greater stores to lay 
Than each morn’s need can gather ; 

Our nourishment for morn 
Might famish us at even, 

For at each stage we are new-born, 

And need new bread from heaven. 

Give us our bread to-day — 

I ask for ours, not mine ; 

Should I for unshared blessings pray, 

My prayer is not divine : 

Thou hast ordained Thy bread 
To pass from hand to hand, 

Till each shall see Thy banquet spread 
Through all the desert land. 

Give us our bread to-day. 

And as each finds his rest, 

-Xet him turn his gladdened eyes away 
To those not yet so blest ; 

And from board with plenty filled 
Let his ivord of grace be said, 

“ Remember those with fields untilled- — 

Give them their daily bread.” 

George Mathesok. 
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STJNRISE DAYS 


[Fotjeth 


Sunrise Days 

Scripture Readikc: Genesis xix. 15 to 23 
Now there are moods of the soul consequent upon certain 
experiences which have power to bring out the sud- There 
are moments, hours, days, in which, unless we hav^ lost some- 
thing which we most not lose, else ah is lost, the sun comes 
out — ^moments, hours, days, in which we taste the rapture at 
once of poets and of saints. 

Lot was enjoying one of those blessed hours. He did not 
deserve it. But we none of us deserve the great things which 
God gives. The best we can hope for is that, onco they have 
come, we shall be worthy of them. 

The hour when a man definitely breahs from some ignobleness 
in his life, when he has done with something which> it may be, 
he wished a thousand times in secret he were done with — that 
is a mood of the soul which drags the sun from its bed, I 
tnow of no experience which so immediately assures a man of 
God as a victory of that Hnd in some long-contested battlefield. 
In such an hour you are beyond all discussion o? argument. 
You fcaow. You feel. 

At such a time you do not so much believe in God ; you 
manifest God : He is ivith you. Reasons and argnments are 
of use only when we are not very sure, only wh^n tve are in 
diEculties, and are detemuned to hold on. In ths hours when 
we really believe, we have no ear for proofs. We sing, we 
mcrunt up with wings, we run and are not weary. 

, JoHK A. Huttox. 
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Day] 


UNUSUAL DAYS 


Unusual Days 

“ ^nd this day shall be unto yen for a memorial.” — Exodus 
sii. 14. 

There come unusual days, which on life’s plain 
Stand out for memory’s gaze — days of rare joy. 

Or starthng incident, or unhoped gain, 

Alas ! too oft of more than wonted pain. 

Or woe that breaks the heart. Such days destroy 
The sameness of life’s course, and add one more 
To the year’^ units, heaping hence our store 
Of good or evil. Ne’er can we maintain 
The calendar unbroken, but must meet 
The change which is corrective. Lord, when Thou 
Put’st in my time a day, as Thou dost now, 
Unknown in other years, grant, I entreat. 

Such grace illumine it, that, whate’er its phase. 

It add to holiness, and lengthen praise. 

Lord KiKtocH. 
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OUR DAYS 


[Fifth 


Our Days 

Scripture Reading: Psalm cii. 

Here yon have the story of a sorrowful soul, wandering up 
and down on the sad plane of its sorrows, one unhappy thing 
recalling another, until the last spect of blue is blotted out from 
the sky. “ I am like a sparrow alone on a house-top ” ; “ my 
heart is withered like grass ” — so this sad soul communes with 
itself. 

When suddenly, in the very middle of the psalm, the man re- 
members something he had quite forgotten; he remembers 
God: and from that moment the gloom and burden and 
silence are swept from his spirit. 

In both cases, though on such vastly different levels, one 
tMng happened — the man found himself in a blissful harmony 
with the surroundings which he was yearning for : in the one 
case the light and the freshness of the natural world : in the 
other case, the understanding and sympathy of God. In each 
case, looking back, unless the man has a most ungrateful memory, 
he will say, it was “ a day in a thousand.’’ 

It is part of the art of living to keep alive within ourselves 
the power of our own good days. To believe in them when 
days of another kind overtake us : and not at the first approach 
of evil to speak foolishly concerning God. It is a wonderful 
faculty which none of us, I am sure, uses as we might — and 
prayer is simply the highest exercise of it — ^the faculty of drawing 
about our souls the atmosphere and surrounding which disposes 
us to be patient, or strong, or faithful, or happy, as the need 
of the moment may be. 

John A. Hutton. ' 
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exalted and ordinary days 

Exalted and Ordinary Days 

EccLESiASTicns xmu. 7-9- 

\\liy doth one day excel another, when the light 
Of Mch is Thee ? O Lord, I do not know. 

Butfsince, Lord, it is so, 

Jv?o“dii°t^eTte both these my days and me. 

E^mSetfrTmufflgh^^^^ 

Sen all our walks and gardens offer flowers. 

SSSsIsir 

atis'i'-'Si---— - 

O great 

Over my yesterd y > . j commit 

Let it tedear an^ p j,. 

Its outgoings to TU Carmichael. 
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DAYS OF WAITING 


[Sixth 


Days of Waiting 

ScEiPTURE Readikg : John xx. 19 to 23; Acts i. 12 to 14, 

and ii. 1 

In every life there are spaces and tracts which, from the 
point of view of one’s essential spirit, are of little consequence. 
There are common days, when we simply go on. But there are 
days of another kind, days when our heart and flesh cry out — 
it may be with joy ; it may be in pain. On the way of life by 
which we all of us travel things meet us which have the effect 
of challenging our final faith and motive. 

Now, if anything like this has come to us in these recent days, 
or is about us now, there is guidance for us in the example 
of those first followers of Jesus, and a good hope from their 
experience. 

These waited, not idly, not vrith vacant minds. SriU less 
did they wait selfishly. They met together. They spoke to 
one another of what they knew in common, and of how they 
were being helped through one day and another. 

But they never doubted that tiffs was not all that God in- 
tended for tiiem. What further was coming to them of course 
they did not know, any more than we know. They kept the 
door upon the latch for Christ. They mused and mused. 
Until one day the fire burned. Thrir hearts became full to the 
point of overflowing : and where should hearts that are full of 
frith and of vision — ^tvhere should they overflow but on a parched 
and hungry world ! The day oj PenUcost was jully comeP 

John A. Hutton. 
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THY DAYS GO ON 


Thy Days go on 

Tale from my head the tliorn-ivreatli brotvn ! 
No mortal grief deserYcs that crown. 

0 supreme Love, chief miserj-, 

The sh.irp regalia are for Thee, 

Whose days eternally go on ! 

For ns — whatever’s undergone. 

Thou hnowest, wiliest what is done. 

Grief may be joy misunderstood ; 

Only the Good discerns tlie good. 

1 trust Thee while my days go on 

Whatever’s lost, it first was won ; 

We will not struggle nor impugn. 

Fcrh.aps tlic cup was broken here, 

That Heaven’s new tvine might show more clear, 
fprafse Thee whffe my days go on. 

I praise Thee while my days go on ; 

I love Thee while my days go on ; 

Through dark and dearth, through fire and frost, 
IWth emptied arms and treasure lost, 

I thank Thee while my days go on. 

And having in Thy life-depth throsvn 
Being and suffering (which arc one), 

As a child drops his pebble small 
Down some deep well, and hears it fall 
Smiling — so I. Thy days go on. 

Elizabeth Barrett BROwtrtKC 


“DO ALL IN THE NAME” 


[Seventh 


‘‘ Do All in the Name ” 

ScEiTTORE Reading: i Corinthians x. 31, and Colossians iii. 

12 to 17 

There seems to ns a deepening conviction that the Divine 
energies must descend upon the soul and bear witness to them- 
selves ; and that the chief human preparation must be a 
sunendered will and a quiet waiting upon God. 

B7 waiting we do not mean the suspension of duty, or the 
passive ecstasy of devotion alone, God comes to us in the 
common tasks and in the daily toil. The morning dawns 
without tumult, and the flowers open silently. 

And, so it may be, as we do what is called secular work in 
the heavenly mood of faithfulness there will come the dear 
shining of the Master’s presence. 

We may look up from the dusty, weary road, and see Jesus 
at our side, and behold all things transfigured into beauty. 

Frank Johnson. 


\VEEKDAY 


Day] 


Weekday 

Lord, I on every day 
With grateful heart would say, 

“ Thy truths are sure and beautiful ; 

How can my life grow dull J ” 

And when I eat and drink, 

I joyfully ivQuld think, 

That all Thou hast created good 
May be a tvise man’s food. 

And as I wort and trade. 

Pay others, and am paid, 

“ Knowledge,” I’ll say, “ we must not cease 
To exchange, and so increase.” 

And when I hear the crowd 
In busy traffic loud, 

I’ll cry, “ How sweet would be the sound 
Were all but brothers found ! ” 

And when my friends at night 
Count my return delight. 

I’ll think how pleased my God will be 
His child in heaven to see. 

Thomas T. Lyhch, 
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DAYS OF GOD 


Days of God 

The days that were, the days that are, 

They all are days of God ; 

With psalms of cheerful trust wc tread 
Where Christ’s own freemen trod. 

Wc bless the love of larger noon 
That moved the loyal heart 
In evil times to trust the true, 

And choose the better part. 

God of tlic fathers ! God of Christ ! 

Keep us in simple ways ; 

And in the calm of silent hills 
Train us for damorous days. 

For those who find the tempest strong 
Mate us a hiding-place, 

A shadow in a weary land 
For healing and for grace. 

When love for man is grovwng cold, 

And many faithless prove, 

Then may the Man of Sorrows corne 
And teach us how to love. 

We tarry. Lord, Thy leisure still ; 

Thy best is yet to be : 

Naught ever comes too late for man • 

That is in time for Thee. 

God of our fathers J God of Christ 1 
Keep us in simple ways ; 

And may the sharpness of the strife 
Be to Thy greater praise. 

Howell Elvet Lewis. 
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THE LIFE OF TRUST 


Heaven fiies down on Little Wings 

Angels to me no message bring : 

I cannot hear their harps accord : 

But often from a sparrow’s wing 
There falls the glory of the Lord. 

Frederick Lanohridce, 

We are not driftwood on the wave ; 

But like the ships, that tempests brave, 

Our hearts upon their voyage stand : 

We utter no unheeded cry, 

•' Where is my God ? ” Lo, He is nigh. 

And says, “ Take, child, thy Father’s hand.” 

Thomas T. Lynch. 

" Rest in the Lord, wait patiently for Him ” 

Oh, the h'ttle birds sang east, and the little birds 
sang west. 

And I said in underbreath, All our life Is mixed 
with death. 

And who knoweth which is best ? 

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little birds 
sang west, 

And I smiled to think God’s greatness flowed 
around our incompleteness. 

Round our restlessness. His rest. 

Elizabetb Barrett Browning. 
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“JESUS CALLED A LITTLE CHILD” [First 


‘■'■Jesus called a Little Child” 

ScRiFnjRE Re/^dikg: Matthew XTiii. i to 14 

I looh into the child’s face. There arc no haughty lines 
of pride. There is no blatant self-assertiveness. Afodcsty 
is written on it. And can I get bach my vanished humility ? 
I can. God the Spirit creates it unthin me in my conversion. 
And He fosters it more and more, as He beeps me leaning on my 
Saviour, my Sanctifier, my Friend of friends, 

I survey the child’s mind. It is teachable. It comes soon 
to be aware of its ignorance, and it hungers for knowledge of 
every sort. And, when God touches my mind, I feel myself 
in the presence of mysteries waiting to be unfolded, and great 
tracts of truth to be esplored. I have parted with the delusion 
of my own wisdom. I sit at the feet of my Prophet, Christ. 

I peer into the child’s imagination. It lives in a realm of 
mirade. “ The com was orient and immortal wheat,” says 
Thomas Traherne. “ The dust and stones of the streets were as 
predous as gold. The gates were the end of the world.” The 
Holy Ghost can lead me back into the magical country. He 
unveils the marvels of grace. The sense of wonder is reborn. 

I remember the child’s affection. His is love unbounded, 
enthusiastic, outspoken. Convention freezes the love-look in my 
eyes and the love-speech on my tongue. But the sight of God’s 
grace in Christ breaks the ice again. It brings back the spring- 
time. It ends my frigid reticence, and makes my heart thankful, 
susceptible, responsive. 

“ Bebold, my childhood is dead ! ” Augustine laments. But 
may my childhood be begotten anew into ageless life. 

' AntSCAKDER Smzlue. 
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THE CHILD IN THE MIDST 


^he Child in the Midst 

Once in mj- strengtli I came to God 
With martial tramp and dang. 

The temple trembled as I trod, 

And the startled cdiocs rang. 

But I found the altar lone and bare, 

And the place of God was chill ; 

No sign of the living fire was there. 

And the voice of God was still. 

“ Why art Thou silent, when I come 
To do some work for Thee f 

Thine altar cold, and the oradcs dumb, 

And scarcely a light to see ? ” 

And I heard a whisper that stirred the gloom, 

And my soul sank quiet and mild : 

“ There is might enow in the svorld — make room 
For the day of the little child. 

“ For the londy and meek who fear to seek 
The toad o’er the hills afar ; 

And those whose gaze through sorrow’s haze 
Has lost My guiding star. 

Ye will find no flame in My house again. 

And earth will be fever-tvild, 

Until ye bring to the strifes of men 
The love of a little child.” 

L. Maclean Watt. 

{Fnm “ Iht Poet's Comer.") 
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«AS A LILY 


[Second 


?> 


“ As a Lily ” 

ScRiPTUFX Reading : Matthew vi. 25 to 34 
Meditation 

A niBeteenth-centnry mystic — John Puisford — when in the 
act of kneelmg down before the Lord his God, saw a little bird 
p erched near his window. To him, the bird hopping from spray 
to spray seemed to preach thus : 

“ O thon grave man, loot on me, and learn something, if not 
the deepest lesson, then a true one. Thy God made me, and 
the like of me ; and, if thon canst conceive it, loves me and cares 
for me. ^hou stniest Him in great problems, whidi oppress 
and confound thee : thon losest sight of one half of His ways. 
Learn to see thy God not in great mysteries only, but in me also. 
Things deep as HeU and high as Heaven thou coasiderest over- 
much ; but thou dost not ‘ consider the lilies ’ sufidendy. 

'‘Vi than could’st be as a lily before God, for at least one hour 
in the twenty-four, it would do thee good : I mean, if thou 
could’st cease to will and to think, and he only. 

“ ODDsider, the lily is as really from God as thou art, and is a 
figure of something in Him — the like of which should also 
be in thee. Thou longest to grow, but the lily grows without 
longing; yes, without even thinking or willing, grows and is 
beautiful both to God 'and man. Think of that, 

“ In condusion, I remind thee that God has ‘ many kinds of 
voices in the world, and none of them is without dgtdfication.’ 
But I perceive that thine ear is open only to voices of one Hnd. 
Thy danger is under the conceit of being the more godly, of 
becoming monstrous, and not quite Godlike. 

“ Excuse a litde bird, I am but one of the * many kinds of 
voices ’ which God has * in the world.’ ” 
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the lily 


Day] 


The Lily 

He hides within the lily 
A strong and tender care. 

That rtrins the earth-born atoms 
To glory of the air ; 

He weaves the shining garments 
Unceasingly and still, 

Along the quiet waters. 

In niches of the hill. 

We linger at the vigil 
With Him who bent the knee 
To watch the old-time lilies 
In distant GaKlec ; 

And still the worship deepens 
And quickens into new. 

As, brightening down the ages, 

God’s secret thrilleth through. 

0 Toiler of the lily, 

Thy touch is in the Man ! 

No leaf that dawns to petal 
But hints the angd-plan. 

The flower-horizons open ! 

The blossom vaster shows 1 
We hear Thy wide world’s echo — 

See how the lily grows ! 

Shy yearnings of the savage. 

Unfolding thought by thought. 

To holy lives arc lifted, 

To visions fair are wrought j 
The races rise and cluster. 

And evils fade and fall. 

Till chaos blooms to beauty. 

Thy purpose aowning all ! 

W. C. GANtfETT. 
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LOVE AND LIFE 


[Third 


Love and- Life 

“ Love — u ihe ‘ Perfect 7 er.se ’ of Life ” 

Scripture Reading: i John ir. lo to i6 
Great is the intimacy between the snn and our flesh, when 
he diSuses his heat through and through every atom of our 
flesh, every drop of our blood ; but greater still, far greater, 
is the intimacy between God and human souk — the souls that 
love Him. For their love to Him is His own Love, dwelling in 
them ; and the relation must indeed be dose, and not only 
dose, but indissoluble, between God and His own Love. 

As soon as the soul quits its own life, the Life of God enters 
in, and possesses that souL Strictly speaking, the life of man 
is the Divine Life in him. Hence the repeated teadiing of 
our Lord, that, whoever keepeth his fallen life, shall never 
regain his original life. 

Vacate, turn your back upon, your own apostate life, and 
receive svith open arms the Life which, in the beginning, God 
gave to man, and has given to him again, in His Son. " This is 
the record, that God hath given to us eternal life, and this 
life is in His Son.” How strong the house of your spirit will 
be, how august, how serene, how meekly bold, how boMy meek, 
when God alone is the life thereof ! 

“ It doth not yet appear what we shall be.” This much 
the Lord assures us, that we, who are now struggling and groan- 
ing in these tabernacles of dust, shall presently shine forth as 
suns, through the indwelling of the Divine Glory. 

John Pulseord. 


LOVER OB' SOULS 

> tfUf 

Lover of Soule 

Lover of souls, TJice have I heard. 

Thee svill I sing, for sing I must, 

Th/ good and comfortable word 
Hath raised mj spirit from the dust. 

In dusty ways My feet had strayed, 

And foolish fears laid hold on me, 

Until what time I was afraid 
I suddenly remembered Thee. 

Remembering Thee, I straight forgot 
What otherwhile had troubled me ; 

It was as if it all rvere not, 

I only was aware of Thee. 

Of Thee, of Thee alone, aware, 

I rested me, I held me sitU, 

The blessed thought of Thee, most Fair, 

Banished the brooding sense of ill. 

And quietness around me fell. 

And Thou dld’st speak ; my spirit heard ; 

I worshipped and rejoiced ; for well 
I knew Thy comfortable word. 

Whoso hath known that comforting, 

The inward touch that maketh whole, 

Hosv can he ever choose but sing 
To Thee, 0 Lover of his soul I 

Amy WiLSOK Carmichael. 
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THE HEAVENLY GARDENER,. 


[Foukth 


7 he Heavenly Gardener 

ScKiPxraz Reading : Ceatral ThongEt — IsaiaE bd. II. See 
also Canticles vi. 2, 3, and ii 
Let ns now return to our orchard, or flower-garden, and 
behold now how the trees begin to fill -with sap for the bringing 
forth of the blossoms, and then of the fruit — ^the flowers and the 
plants, also their fragrance. This illustration pleases me ; for 
very often, when I was beginning — and our Lord grant that I 
have really begun to serve His Majesty — it was to me a great 
joy to consider my soul as a garden, and our Lord as walMng 
in it. I used to beseech Him to increase the fragrance of the 
litde flowers of virtues — which were beginning, as it seemed, 
to bud — and preserve them, that they might be to His glory j 
for I desired nothing for myself. I prayed Him to cut those 
He lihed, because I already knew that they would grow the 
better. 

Remaining in myself, without Thee, I could be nothing, 
O my Lord, but be as the withered flowers of the garden ; so 
Aat this miserable earth of mine becomes a heap of refuse, as 
it was before. 

St. Thekesa. 
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COME, BUD OF JOY 


Come, Bud of Joy 

Come, bud of joy, the driving rain 
That all thy young green leaves doth wet, 
Is but a minister of gain 
To that which in thy heart is set. 

Come forth, my bud : awake and see 
How good thy Gardener is to thee. 

And pass, my bud, to perfect flower, 

Dread not the blast of bitter wind ; 

Thy Maker doth command its power ; 

It knoweth not to be unkind. 

Haste thee, my flower ; unfold and see 
How good thy Gardener is to thee. 

O fruit that cometh after rain, 

0 fruit that ripeneth in the sun. 

Now praised be God that not in vain 

For Thee the changeful seasons run. 

0 fruit of mine, make all men see 
How good thy Gardener is to thee. 

O Thou, whose cold grey rain did beat. 

And sudden blasts of grievous wind, 

Whose sun devoured me with his heat, 

1 know Thee wise, I know Thee kind. 

Let all who look be caused to see 
How good my Gardener is to me. 

And when the sap in me doth fail 
And natural vigour of my youth, 

Then may Thy life in me prevail. 

That I may stUl show forth in truth 
By flower and fruit on this my tree, 

How good my Gardener is to me. 

Ainr Wilson Carmichael. 
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PEACE BY POWER 


[Firrs 


Peace by Power 

ScKTPTUBS Rtabisg: Psalm Indi. I to 7 
Spiritnal serenity is spiritual strength. It comes In by no 
softness of sentiment, but by thorough work. It comes by a 
faith that emboldens and energises the whole sonl, a penitence 
that searches and strains it, and often a secret fight of afflictions. 
Christianity is a robust rdigion. It was planted in the world 
by a race of heroes. Its great starts forward, into new con- 
tinents and epochs, have been made through martyrdoms. 
The blood of sacrifice has watered its roots. 

As the mountains bring peace, the sublimity of the Christian 
ideas tranquillises. That Faith insists that we shall be brave 
men, in order to be peaceable men ; that the people of God shall 
work, even as the Father worked, to obtain the rest that 
remaineth for them ; that they shall strive, through a strait 
gate and a narrow way, to enter in where are pleasures for 
evermore, 

F. D, Hoxti.vctos. 


For Serenity of Soul 

Lord, I would ask this gift Dirine — 

Serenity of soul. 

That when rvild winds and white-ridged waves 
Around me roar and roll, 

I may be stronger than the storm 
Through rilent self-controL 
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FOR SERENITY OF SOUL 


This is -the secret I would find, 

And finding would be falcs^ 

That in the time of restlessness 
I could be still and rest, 

And SCO tlic changing good and ili, 

Each working for the best. 

Oh, for tlie calm of consdons trust 
That still is unafraid, 

When a cross fresh in form and weight 
Upon ray life is laid, 

That still can bless the sb'lful Hand 
By which that cross was made. 

In all the wounding war of tongues 
UTiich never seem to cease. 

From futile fear and fretfulness 
I seek a full release, 

To hear more dear the undertones 
Of Thine eternal peace. 

Wiatever labours be my lot, 

Some must be wrought rvith pain, 

Yet to this ruling, tranquil thought 
Each day I would attain, 

Tliat nothing love may do for Thee 
Is ever done in vain. 

Lord ! constant as each coming care 
My constant prayer fulfil, 

Give me the gentle grace of calm, 

The art of being still, 

The spirit that in silence waits 
Each whisper of Thy svill. 

Walter J. Mathajis. 
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"FEAR KOT!» 


[Sixth 


“ Fear Not I ” 

ScRiHTDSH Rtabikc ’ IsdaK xli. 8 to 14. 

God lias made Te&r tMs to sddr^s to my sonL 
Fear not, He teJls me, ior I have redeerKei thee. My past 
brings me tronble. AGstakes committed, duties n^lected, 
gmlt incurred — these mate sad tie retrospect of my years. I 
hate ■nrecied my own life, injured others, forgotten God. 
Bnt there is heding. He concerns Himself with my locust- 
eaten yesterday. He for^ves it through the might of Christ’s 
Cross. He grants me freedom. He can use my very errors to 
humble, quicken, soften, sanctify me. He redeems me from 
my past. 

Fear wot. He tells me again, /«• 1 am aiib tbce. My present 
stirs disquietude. Apart from my Saviour, I am sdll weak as 
water before temptation, an easy prey to the enemy, the servant 
of sin. But God remains with me, to preserve my soul from 
death and my feet from falling and my eyes from tears. By ffis 
providence, His Gospel, His Spirit, He educates and purifies 
me. I know not which to marvel at more : Christ’s sufiering 
for me on the Tree, or Christ's long-suffering with me always. 

Fear rat, He tells me once more, /or 1 voill blip tbie. The 
future has its distresses. I foresee many perplexities, many 
solitudes, much weariness, much struggle. But my Lord will 
go before me. History says that, when Attila was about to 
plunder Rome, Leo, minister of Christ, interceded with 
him, and the barbarian captain spared the dty. So, feeble as 
I am iu myself, I shall be more than a conqueror over aU the 
conricgendesof the future, when Godin Jesus Christ strengthens 
me. 

To His Fear not let me make reply, I teill not jear, 

Aisxvsnra Smtlxie, 
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"I WILL FEAR NO EVIL” 


D/iy] 


“ I teill fear no Evil ” 

In pastures green ? Not always ; sometinics He 
TOio Lnoweth best, in kindness Icadeth me 
By weary ways, where heavy' shadows be. 

And by still waters ? No, not always so ; 

Ofttimes the heavy tempests round me blow, 

And o’er my soul the waves and billows go. 

But when the storm is loudest, and I cry 
Aloud for help, the Master standeth by, 

And whispers to my soul, “ Lo, it is 1.” 

Above tlic tempests wild I hear Him say, 

“ Beyond this darkness lies the perfect day; 

In every path of thine I lead the way.” 

So, whether on the hill-tops high and fair 
I dwell, or in the sunless valleys where 
The shadows lie— what matter i He is there. 

HtNEy H, Bakrv. 
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« THE DESERT SHALL BLOSSOAi ” 


[Seto 




“ ne Desert shall blossom as the Rose ” 

ScsiPTuSE Readisc : Issiah. ircv. 

Desert places, treak Bands, feeble knees, 
blind andLdeaf and lasn^b^e propto of b^ 

for tbem alb How manj-dded is God’s care! how nch 

^iZLe back to the thought of the blossonnng of the wilder- 

""^ere is a wilderness of outward aOicdon But ^ « 
old, the Heeler of 4e ntil, l^dr »d *e 
spirit. Ether He takes the sorrow quite awaj^, o. H ^ 

spedal grace so that it is home in His sweng* and i p 

peaceable and noble fruit. lU that He ble.=ses is my good. Hts 

thorns put on roses for me. , Jt^nTis 

There is a wildemess of separation of 

surroundings wEch help the souk I may, I 

my Lord, or that I may advance Chiisrs 

home and friends, and to sojourn where no Sabbath ^ 

and no Christian society is found. But He draws dose. Him-eJl 

and supplies all my need. 

There is a wiidemess of dedension and apparent 
to the Cnurch. There are seasons in her Estory when sn 

notpopular,buthas to face opposition and ^hke; 

too, when she falls from her own high sttainmmts. on . “ 
learns to ding more simply to her heavenly Ring. Ana so . 
is taught penitence and trust. . 

There is a wildemess of death. But for him who knaw3_G<m 

in Christ, even it blossoms as the meadow-saSron, the n^cissu^ 
the rose. Then the Bather has His own secret to whisper to 
the child. Then He gives a supreme succour for a supreme 
need. And then, through 5re and water, over crag and torrent. 
He leads the sotd to the wealthy place. 

AirxAsnES Smixuie- 
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TRANSFORMATION 


Transformation 

" JFho stes God’s hand in all things, and all things in 
God’s hand.” 

I loot to Tice in ereiy need. 

And never loot in vain ; 

I feel Thy touch. Eternal Love ! 

And all is well again : 

The tliought of Thee is mightier far 
Than sin and pain and sorrow arc. 

Discouraged in the work of life, 
Disheartened by its load, 

Shamed by its failures or its fears, 

I sink beside the road, — 

But let me only think of Thee, 

And then new heart springs up in me. 

Thy calmness bends serene above. 

My restlessness to fill, 

Around me flows Thy quickening life. 

To nerve my faltering will. 

Thy presence fills my solitude ; 

Thy providence turns all to good. 

Embosomed deep in Thy dear love, 

Held in Thy law, I stand ; 

Thy hand in all things I behold. 

And .all things in Thy hand ; 

Thou leadest me by unsought ways. 

And turn’st my mourning into praise. 

S. Lonofeilow. 


CHILDLIKE TRUST 


Childlike Trust 

As helpless as a child who clings 
Fast to his father’s arm. 

And casts his weakness on the strength 
That keeps him safe from harm ; 

So I, my Father, cling to Thee, 

And thus I every hour 
Would link my earthly feebleness 
To Thine almighty power. 

As trustful as a child who looks 
Up in his mother’s face. 

And all his little griefs and fears 
Forgets in her embrace : 

So I to Thee, my Saviour, look, 

And in Thy face divine 
Can read tie love that will sustain 
As weak a faith as mine. 

As loving as a child who sits 
Close by his parent’s knee, 

And knows no want while it can have 
That sweet society : 

So, sitting at Thy feet, my heart 
Would all its love outpour. 

And pray that Thou would’st teach me, Lord, 
To love Thee more and more. 
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J. D. Boens. 



WALKING WITH GOD 


Thy home is with the humble, Lord ! 

The simple are Thy rest ; 

Thy lodging is in childlike hearts ; 

Thou makest there Thy nest. 

F, W. Fader. 

Submit yourself to God, and you shall find, 
God fights the battles of a will resigned. 

Bishop Keh. 


But God is never so far off 
As even to be near ; 

He is within; oar spirit is 
The home He holds most dear. 

To think of Him as by our side 
Is almost as untrue 

As to remove His throne beyond 
Those skies of starry blue. 

So all the while I thought myself 
Homeless, forlorn, and weary, 

Missing my joy, I walked the earth 
Myself God’s sanctuary. 

F. W. Faber. 
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"EVEN THE FORGIVENESS OF SINS” [Fiest 


Even the Forgiveness of Sifts” 

ScEiPTDEE Reading: Psalm li. 

Give penitence free vrzj, for it deanses while it bnms. 
Rebnke Ae whisper that says, “ Soul, tahe thine ease ; eat, drink, 
and be merry.” Plunge down into the dariest comers — ^not 
only among sins of the tongue and the street of sodety and 
business, of die house and the hand, of the market and the 
church, but among sinsof forbidden desires, of subtle indulgence, 
of the temper and of the imagination — sins that ally them- 
selves, if they can, with noble impulses and warm affections, 
with the int^ect and with the honour. 

This will be a worthy sacrifice, an acceptable Lenten service — 
such a fast as God hath chosen, and it will be a new wonder, 
if, at the end of that solemn scrutiny, we do not all implore, 
with no need of exhortation from each other, “ God be merdful 
to me, a sinner ! ” 

In the Castle of Despair Christian found the Key of Promise 
in his bosom. And this is the promise : “ If we confess our sins, 
He is faithful and jusi to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from 
all unrighteousness.^' 

“ Who hath delivered us from the forcer of darhness, and hath 
translated us into the kingdom of His dear Son ,* in rohom tee have 
redemftion through His blood, even the forgiveness of sins.” 

F. D. Huntington. 
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“THERE IS FORGIVENESS” 


“ 7here is Forgiveness ” 

H^Tien in Thy light our sins we lay, 

^Vhen from the depths the soul would praj^. 

Thou inowest what we dare not say — 

There is forgiveness, Lord, with Thee. 

When voices in the heart proclaim ' 

Our secret faults, our hidden shame. 

Thy word of old is still the same — 

There is forgiveness, Lord, with Thee. 

When man is bitter, cold, and stern. 

When to the Judge of all we turn. 

The contrite heart Thou wilt not spurn, 

There is forgiveness. Lord, with Thee. 

When sin’s sad harvest we must bear, 

\Vhen we the cross of Christ must share, 

Thy will be done — ^’tis all our prayer — 

There is forgiveness. Lord, with Thee. 

W. G. Tarkamt. 


the prepaeed heart 


[Second 


<^he Frefarei Heart 

Scurry Eiabkc •. Mart v. 40 to 43, «<1 

Oot »“0“ was pot totk, 

rewards, repel the Christ. >VDen 

Heenteredin.” ■> „ „r ^.-u-Vgart an upper 

There may surely be a , jjjte in the prayer that 

tvhere all the faculties with one accord unite in in p 
is too intense for utterance. e^-tnrv we may suddenly 

E,.. io the street, the eSce, '““^Temple. Who 
be conscious that the Lord has c^e “ ' occur, 

loiows what communing of ^ in petti on the 

where indeed it is most needed, , iiave seen, 

sea, amid the savage onset of ' mob blotted 

like dying Stephen, the flymg stones and the angry 

out by heaven. , . jW above us. 

God is ever near us. His ^ “ tied of its hostile 

But His Spirit enters not un^ - P^ for His 

occupants, and cries out for the tinver 

gifts, ■pKXV^. Johnson. 
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THE OFFERING 


Ihe Offering 

0 God, what sacrifice can I 
Bring to the glory of Thy throne ? ■ 

Thine is the earth and boundless sky ; 

^\Tiat have I which is not Thine own ? 
Nought but my will, myself, my whole, 
My body, spirit, and my soul ! 

These Thou hast deigned to ask of me. 

And yet they are Thy gifts, and I 
Am bound to render them to Thee — 
Therefore in power and love be nigh, 

That I, with no reluctant brow, 

May bring them to Thy footstool now. 


Put Thou my body to Thy school, 

A living sacrifice to Thee ; 

All the five gates of feeling rule. 

In self-control my freedom be. 

Till every sense, and all desires 
Be purged by Thy refining fires. 

Fill me with righteousness and truth. 

With joy and peace, and gentle mood. 

Courage and hope’s immortal youth, 
Long-suffering and fortitude. 

Meekness and temperance and awe, ^ 

And most, with loving of Thy law. 

And oh, where I am most alone. 

Deep in my inner nature, be ! 

Clothe with perfection like Thine own 
]\Iy spirit, let me put on Thee 5 

Then lift me, Lord, to Heaven, and mov 
Through all the gardens of Thy love. 

SxOPFORD A. Bkooke. 
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“THE spmrr helpeth” 


[Thim 


“ 7he Spint helpeth ” 

ScsiPTTOE Readikc: Romans -nii. i8 to 27 

Fatal, in the spiritnal world, in the success of all human 
endeavours, would be the withholding of the supernatural grace 
of the Spirit of God. 

In vain as the sowing of seed on dry and barren soil, our read- 
ing and teaching, our sacraments and solemnities, if the secret 
place of germination aid not onr efforts. In vain, as the spread- 
ing of sails beneath windless skies, every aspiration after holiness, 
every attempt to break away from sin and live for God, if the 
favouring breath of spiritnal influence descend not to co-operate 
with our endeavours. Pray, then, for the Spirit. 

In all your efforts to be good and to do good, seek this heavenly 
aid. Despair of success apart from it ; rest not till you have 
obtained it. 

The wind comes not at the sailor’s, or the husbandman’s, call ; 
but in this, blessed be God, the earthly type 0ohn iu. Q is far 
transcended by the heavenly reality ; for the b^ever is possessed 
of a spdl that can summon the gracious aid of the Spirit in every 
time of need. . . , “Your heavenly Father will give die Holy 
Spirit to them that ask Him.” 

Joes Cairp. 
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PRAYING IN THE HOLY GHOST 


Praying in the Holy Ghost 

Lord, let me pray ; I know not how, 

Nor what to pray for — ^Thou must show ; 
The darkest, feeblest, need the most 
The “ praying in the Holy Ghost.” 

WTiat can man do, if left alone, 

Beyond a faithless, useless moan ? 

Helper of man’s infirmity, 

0 God the Spirit ! help Thou me. 

Descend, 0 purity Divine, 

And stoop to sins and wants like mine ; 
Humble Thyself to all my need, 

And in me, for me, with me plead. 

Spirit of Holiness ! control. 

Dilate, inspire, pervade say soal : 

Make it a harp, from whose poor strings 
Thy hand the suppliant music brings. 

Make it a voice for heavenly thought. 

Spirit of Power ! by Thee inwrought ; 

Thou tender Spirit ! breathe in me 
The tenderness of Deity, 

Then God will hear; He loves right well 
The yearnings deep no words can tell ; 

All interceding grace is there ; 

Spirit of God i pray Thou the prayer. 

Giokce Rawson, 
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WALKING IN LOVE 


[Foorth 


Walking in Love 

Scripture Reading : Romans viii. t to lo, and 55 to 39 ; 

Colossians iil. 3 to 14 

B7 the descent of the Spirit upon us we are caught up into 
a larger world, and, while our hands are busy with the things of 
time, our heart is hid with God. Herein is the true distinction 
between the carnal and the spiritual mind. The former moulds 
eternity by the vision and instruments of time; the latter 
fashions time by the eternal. 

Our joy becomes God-sanctioned ; peace is bestowed upon 
us. We can contentedly possess the portion assigned us by the 
Divine Father. 

Thus centred in God, life becomes stable and joyous, and 
in its most secret hours the soul will turn Godward as the 
labouring man at evening turns to his home. Men will vialk 
with God, and as a result their faces will shine the more serenely 
that they know it not. 

It is in these large places, also, that Love comes to us. God 
is Love, and if we would abide in love we must abide in God. 
There is a pessimism that haunts the common ways of life. It 
does not believe that love can be applied to the problems of 
humanity. The real meaning of it is that few of us can love 
enough to prove the power of love. But the man who lives in 
face of eternity receives into his heart a tidal wave of love 
which carries the Divine impulses over the bar of his distrust. 

Frank Johnson. 


Lno- IN THE LOIT OF GOD 


Dav] 


iiW in the Love of Qod 

Live in the love at God 
And let it live in thee, 

Tliis is the only rest, 

The true {clidty. 

It is the centra! calm 
Wiere tempests cannot rave, 
Where flics no blinding foam, 

Where leaps no raging svavc. 

It is the secret place 
WTicrc blessed souls abide, 

WTicrc evils stay their pace, 

Or swiftly turn aside. 

It is the oasis, 

Where freshest fountains flow, 
Where burning sands burn not, 
Where palms abundant grow. 

It is the ait of heaven, 

Where whoso draweth breath. 
Breathes in the life Divine, 

Breathes out the life of death. 

Live in the love of God, 

And let it live in Thee ; 

This is the only rest, 

The true felicity. 

Walter J. Mathams. 
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RSONAL INFLUENCE 


[Fifth 


Personal Influence 

ScEipmsE Reamkg : Matthew v. 13 to 16 

It is personal inflnence that determines the size of a life; 
at words, or even deeds. 

Let ns pray and command ; let ns also live and shine. Pra- 
epts are necessary, but the incarnation of principle is indis- 
lensable. Are we not often at a loss to enjoin ? Are we not 
iften at fault how to behave ? 

God will find a medium for the influence, the utterance for 
[he solicitude, the surface for the example. He has an interest 
in finding them — that is His concern. But the influence, and 
the solicitude, and the example — these are ours, and they are 
indispensable. 

Next to the direct action of God’s Spirit, the most available 
and potent force that operates on earth is the force of Iniiation, 
and it is the most natural line along which the Holy Spirit will 
work. Nothing points to the pole of true and right but it 
draws other things that way, 

R. W, BARBOtTK. 
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“THIS YEAR ALSO” 


Dav] 


“ This Tear also ” 

In this year of our good Lord, by His grace most Hndly given, 
Make some little patch of earth just a little more like heaven. 

As the days come in and go, do some timely deeds of love. 

In the fashion that is pleasing to the Perfect Heart above. 

If you reach a spot all hare, where no bonny blossom grows. 
Plant some hcart’s-ease, and some lilies, and set here and there 
a rose. 

If you meet, as meet you will, manly silent souls in pain, 
lilakc them feel the absent angels are all coming bad; again. 

In the time of rightful strife, fight your fight, since fight yon 
must, 

Like a soldier ever equal, ever faithful to liis trust. 

If your comrades slacken pace, when the march fares stiff and 
long. 

Set their future steps to music ; start a bracing bugle song. 

These arc simple things and small, but the small things turn to 

When our hearts vrith holy courage dare our Christ-appointed 
fate. 

So this year of our good Lord, by His grace most kindly given, 
l Will then leave us calmly singing on a little patch of heaven. ^ 

Walter J. Mathams. 
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PERENNIAL YOUTH 


[SOTH 


Perennial Youth 

ScRiPTtTRE Readi'kc ; 2 Corinthians iv. 8 to i8 
The place and work of age are determined for the Christian 
hy the remembrance that those in Christ have before them a 
life of endless growth in knowledge and power. “Though 
our outward man is decaying, yet our inward man is renetved 
day by day.” 

The materialist, for whom esastence is but 

“ A moment’s halt, a momentary taste 
Of being from the well amid the waste,” 

sees nothing when the rose of youth has faded but a span of 
misery, and then unconsciousness. For him, when the natural 
force abates, and the powers of adaptation, of assimilating new 
knowledge, and of tireless exertion are spent, the mine of 
individuality is worked out, and nothing remains but to hurry 
to the grave. 

Not so does the Christian estimate the riches of being. 
A modem statesman better voices the instinct of the heart and 
the hope of faith. 

“ If,” he says, “ I were to follow the example of Lecky, and 
draw the Map of Life with such cartographical knowledge as 
has come to me, I should mark the age of seventy as the Cape 
of Good Hope, and, for the cheer of those who are doubling 
this Cape, I should show that it leads to a Pacific Sea, within 
whose bounds lie the Fortunate Isles.” 

Frank Johnson. 
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RENEWAL 


Dat] 


Remtoal 

How sweet to me is life when sliadosvs grej' 
Threaten a sunset to my spirit’s sun ! 

I svouid not into memory sink away, 

And weary dreams of work too sadly done. 

Return in light ; faith to my faith impart, 

Love to my love, and eyesight to my eyes, 

Life to my life, and motion to my heart. 

Nerve to my arms, and to these victories. 

Restore my joys, let sweetly rippling peace 
Be in the stead of dark, stagnating calm ; 

In truth of Thy salvation, oh, release 
My bondaged spirit from engirding harm. 

So act in me that I from Thee may act, j 

Free with a liberty Thou hast inspired ; 

Tlien, like a broken city recompact, 

My heart shall fortress be and home desired. 

Oh, fill me trith the energy that filled 
Thine own dark days. Great Master, with successj 
Sustaining Thee, as still Thy mercy willed 
To share, and so subdue, the world’s distress. 

Then, then, with sweetening words for other’s taste^ 
And ever-strengthening interior might, 

PU give the weary drink, and onward haste 
Towards Thy dear mansion of unclouded h'ght 

Thomas T. Lynch, 
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THE ETERNAL HOME 


[Setentii 


^he Eternal Home 

SciuPTtjEE Reading : 2 Corinthians r. i to iz 

Is man immortal ? I believe that he is, becanse I see him 
endowed with a mind, a conscience, a heart, v/hich cannot find 
their perfect rest in this passing sphere and scene. I am more 
convinced that he is, becanse, when God enters into fellowship 
with him, the feliowship is too rich and manp-colocxed to be 
exhausted in the realm of the temporal and transient. But I 
am certain that he is, when I consider Christ, risen from the 
dead as the First-fruits of them that sleep, wearing man’s 
name and nature on the throne of the world, coining again to 
receive him to Himself. 

Let me try to realise, then, the blessedness of immortality. 
It is my own coronation. I pass from the tent in which 
I groan, being burdened, to the house not made with hands, 
eternal in the heavens. It is the greatest day of my life. Through 
the dark and narrow gate of death, I go to what eye has not 
seen, and tongue cannot tell, and the heart can bat dimly 
forecast. 

It is reunion witb children and friends. They are dead; 
and that dulls my brightest experience. But no ! they are 
litmg ; they are with God ; they are “ that City’s sHning 
spires I travel to.” I shall see them again, and my heart will 
rejoice, and my joy no man will take from me. 

Best of all, it is the sight of Christ. Here there is always 
a veil between Him and me. In my most gradous moments, 
^e veil grows thin, diaphanous, transparent ; yet it remains ; 
it is not quite done away. But yonder there is no veil. The 
Lamb is all the glory in Immanuel’s land. And I am omhitious 
io he accepted of Him. 

Alexander Smellie. 
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THE LIFE ULTOND 


Day] 


■ The Life Beyond 

In the hour of death, after this life’s wliim, 

^-^en the heart beats low, and the cyct grow dinb \ 
And pain has exhausted cverp h'mb — 

The lover of the Lord shall trust in Him. 

A^Tien the m'll h.is forgotten the life-long aim, 

And the mind can onlp disgrace its fame, 

And a man is uncertain of his own name, 

The power of the Lord shall fill this frame, ’ 

When the last sigh is heaved and the last tear she<l> 
And the coffin is svaiting beside the bed, 

And the widow and child forsatc the dead, 

The angel of the Lord shall lift this head. 

For even the purest delight map pall, 

The power must fail, and the pride must fall. 

And thclove ol 6ic dearest iriends grow smiill — 

But the glotp of the Lord is all in all. 

R, D. BlackmOkE" 
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THE LONG LAST MILE 


^he Long Lasi^Mile 

Cany me over the long last mile, 

Man of Nazareth, Christ for me ! 

Weary I wait by Death’s dark stile, 

. In the ^vild and the waste, where the wind blows free, 
'And the shadows and sorrows come out of my past, 
•Look keen through my heart. 

And will not depart. 

Now that my poor world has come to its last ! 

Lord, is it long that my spirit must wait ? 

Man of Nazareth, Christ for me ! 

Deep is the stream, and the night is late. 

And grief blinds my sonl that I cannot see, 

Speak to me out of the silences, Lord, 

That my spirit may know 
As forward I go, 

Thy pierc’d hands ate lifting me over the ford ! 

L. Maclean Watt. 
(Ffwn “ fbe Tryjt.'’) 
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